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To learn from ev'ry friend and book I fee. 


E DIN BURG EH: 
Printed for the PUBLISHER, 


„ 


MDCCLXXXVIII. 
(Price 25. in boards.) 


— un — * „ * PEN 3 * _ 2 
r — — * — — ͤ ä — — 
1 e * * 7 7 = 8 
* * - ALAS e bf A 0 PS » : 5 


R F A 0 4. 


| 7 ITE following ſheeis were originally deſg ned 

only for a Jews friends within the circle of my 
acquaintance, jeveral of wwhom had for fome time ſo» 
| licited me to fete &r from Amiugns the metrical compoji- 


( tons | was 97 4, ſuch favourit te pietes kat 
with their ejteem. 


2. After I had arranged and digeſted the plan 
in which this Miſcellany 11970 pang Icommunica— 
ted it to ſym - friend: 20] judgement of fuch gro- 
ducfions In the ur mt Cerneralion auho gave 
me ts /.ope, if it was condutted agrecable to the man- 
ner 1 had adepted, it might, through Divinc Grace, 
be more extenſively uf ful, 
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0 In the ſeledion of theſe Hymns, I have been 
ind. 4. 4 iriou/ly caretul to aamil of nothing ohich che- 
716. dor elne nted « cubtful diſpulations; 1 0 fengu! ar 
modes of chinisn nor favourite peculiarities of a 
party are to be found here, nor any thing, in ny 
hunible a1; ian, that unbribed con Cience, 4 ed by 
ſauctiſied reaſon, can diſſent from. 


4 4. As to thoſe Pieces of my con, which are thus 
f di/tinguijhed * ,*, I can only ſay. that a Pe 0 poetry 
Arſt induced me !o compey: and inſert them; and 1 
fec ar (as ts jrequertly the cafe ) without a previius 
n ry" whether or not I was ſufficiently qualified 
for tre undertaking, 
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5. However, if the candid reader thinks they uny 
even have a remote tendency to improve the minds 
and morals of mankird, I hope the rectitude of my 
intentions will in ſome meaſure atone for the imbecil- 
lity of my performance, it being ſufficiently obvious to 
numbers who have encouraged my attempts, that I 
lie under inſurmountable diſadvantages, which ren- 
der it impoſſible for me to offer any thing to the eye 
ef the learned or pcetical critic, without being ciothed 
«ih many imperfections ; from theſe conſiderations 
it humbly hoped the gentle read. r will uſe rather 
the candour of a friend than the ſeuerity of a critics 


6. With a view of rendering the ſubſequent pages 
as uſeful as pojjrble to the lower claſs of my readers, 


bare taken the liberty to ſubjoin an Alphabetical 


Table, containing an explication of ſuch uncommen 
terms as are uſed in the following pages. The intelli- 
gent reader will egſily fee, and "tis hoped, his can- 
dour will as eafily pardon, the motives which indu— 
ccd me to adopt a plan ſo evidently calculated for 
Ve inſtruction of the mcane/t capacity. 


7. That the Father of mercies may render the 
uility and advantage of this little bock as extenſive 
&s ils preſent circitlation ; That it may be a mean 
F inſtructing the ignorant, reclaiming the vicious, 
and of atiradling the unthirking and unwary to the 


love of piety and virtue, is the finccre and ardent. 


iſh of the Publiſher, 


JAMES FORDYCE. 


Edinburgh, Feb. 10. 1788, 
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Univerſal Praiſe to God. 


Y God, my King, thy various praiſe, 
Shall fill the remnant of my days, © 
Thy grace employ my humble tongue, 

N Till death and glory raiſe the ſong. 


2 The wings of ev'ry hour ſhall bear 
Some thankful tribute to thine ear; 
And ev'ry ſetting ſun ſhall ſee 

New works of duty done to thee. 


3 Thy truth and beauty I'll proclaim, 
Thy bounty flows, an endleſs ſtream 
Thy mercy ſwift, thine anger flow 

5 But dreadful to the ſtubborn foe. 

4 Let diſtant times and nations raiſe 
The long ſucceſſion of thy praile : 

| And unborn ages make my ſong 

The joy and labour of their tongue. 

A 


5 But 


P 


( 200 
mg who can ſpeak thy wond'rous deeds? 


a: greatneſs all our thoughts excęeds; 
Vaſt and unſearchable thy ways, 
Vaſt and immortal be thy praiſe. 


II. The Goodneſs of God. 


3 Y grateful ſoul to thee, O Lord! 
Preſents its ſacrifice ; 


O let this feeble mite obtain 


Acceptance 1n thine eyes. 


2 Thro' all the heedleſs ſteps of youth, 


When pride and paſſion reign'd ; 
Thy grace and mercy as my guide 
Did ſtill my actions tend. 


3 And when the cares of life approach'd, 
And ſtill did multiply, 


Thy unabated providence 


Did all my wants ſupply. 


4 When eier th' impending ſtorm aroſe 
Of unexpected grief 

Thy pow'r and goodnels were diſplay'd 
To ſend me quick relief. 


5;Now that the flaming torch of life 
Begins to waſte apace, 


Still in that goodneſs VII confide 


That bleſt my former days. 


6 How can I doubt thy guardian love, 
Or yet thy word diftr uſt ; 

Whoſe name Ly nature ſtill declare 
Thee merciful and juſt, 


III. Youth 


| E 
III. Youth and Judgment. 


O! the young tribes of Adam riſe, 
And thro? all nature rove, 
Fulfil the wiſhes of their eyes, 
And taſte the joys they. love. 


2 They give a looſe to wild deſires; 
But let the ſinners know, 
The ſtrict account that God requires 
Of all their works below. 
3 The Judge prepares his throne on high, 
The frighted earth and ſeas 
Avoid the fury of his eye, 
And flee before his face. 


4 How hall I bear that dreadful day, 
And ſtand the fiery teft ? 

I'd give all mortal joys away 

To be for ever bleſt. 


IV. Miction. 


M* fainting ſoul to thee, O God! 


Breathes forth a plaintive ſigh; 
Deprelt beneath aſflition's rod, 


To thee for help I fly. 


2 O Jeſus! friend of ſinners, hear 
My weak enfeebled cry; 
| Involv'd in pain, and grief, and fear, 
To thee for help 1 fly. M 
3 On thee | caſt my burden, Lord, nn 
Do not my ſuit deny, | 
Invited by thy gracious word, | 
To thee for help I fly. | 
| A 4 


4 Thou 
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4 Thou great Phyſician of my ſoul, 
Thou canſt the cure apply, 
And make a wounded ſinner whole, 


To thee for help I fly. 


5 All other ſprings of hope are gone, 
Their aid they all deny : | 
Dear Saviour, whilſt I make my moan, 

To thee for help I fly. 


6 On thee alone my faith lays hold; 
Thy word it cannot lie: 
Divinely confident and bold, 
To thee for help I fly. 


V. Public Worſhip. 
OME let us join our cheerful ſongs, 
With angels round the throne ; 
Ten thouſand, thouſand are their tongues, 
But all their joys are one. 


2 Wortby the Lamb that dy'd, they cry, 
To be exalted thus: 


Worthy the Lamb our hearts reply, 


For he was flain for us! 


3 Jeſus is worthy to receive 

Honour and pow'r divine; 
And bleſſings, more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, for ever thine. 


| VI. The Wiſdom of God. 
8 not thy ꝛc% dom from above 
Conduct our ſteps in life; 
„Thy works on earth below—would prove 
A & Jens of jarring (trite, 


2 Thy 


:  Þ # 
2 Thy creatures conſtantly fulfil 
The ends to them aſſign'd; 
Becauſe their taſk in wiſdom's ſtill 
Proportion'd to their kind, 
3 Impell'd by thy ſupreme command, 
The whole creation moves; 
And ev'ry thing in ſea and land, 
Thy boundleſs wi/dom proves. 


4 Whate'er is uniform or bright 
Beneath the ſpreading ſkies, 

That gilds the morning or the night, 
Thy wiſdom did deviſe. 

5 Thy works throughout this ſpacious' bal! 
Are great beyond compare ; 

In wi/dom haſt thou made them all,“ 
Thy goodnels to declare. 


VII. Afiidion. 


ATHER, I ſtretch my hands to thee 7 ; 
No other help 1 know: 
If thou withdraw'it thyſelf from me, 
Ah! whither ſhall I go. 


e What did thine only Son endure, 
Before I drew my breath ! 

What pain, what labour, to ſecure 
My ſoul from endleſs death ! 


3 Author of faith, to thee I litt 
My weary longing eyes! 
Preſerve in me that gracious giſt, 
My ſoul without it dies. 


K. 3 VIII. The - of 
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VIII. The Goodneſs of God. 


. I EY ſource of love divine, 
From whom all bleſſings flow; 
Angels in heaven ſweetly join 
With ſaints on earth below: 
2 With one conſent their cheerful ſongs 
Aloft in anthems riſe; 


— 


Thy praiſe employs the various tongues 


Of earth, and ſeas, and ſkies. 


3 While the ſurrounding crowds proclaim. 
His praiſe on ev'ry hand: 

My ſoul, canſt thou behold the ſame, 

| And {till inactive ſtand? 


4 No! Lord, my feeble mite of praiſe 
Shall mingle with the crowd: 
Thy matchleſs glory ſtill to raiſe, 
My voice ſhall ſound aloud. 


5 Aſſiſt me all ye heav'nly pow'rs, 
Jehovah's praiſe to ſing: 

On wings of faith my ſpirit tow'rs 
To my eternal King. 


IX. © All my ſprings are in thee.” —Pſal. Ixxxvii. 7. 


OW deareſt Lord, to praiſe thy name. 

Let all aur pow'rs agree; 
Worthy art thou of endleſs fame; 

Our ſprings are all in thee. 
2. Here, in thy love, will we rejoice, 

All ſov'reign, rich, and free; 
Singing (we hope, with heart and voice) 

Our ſprings are all in ihee, 

3. 10 
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Let not bis hopes nor courage faint z 


5 The poor ſupply, the wounded heal, 


Wes 1 


3 To whom, dear Jeſus, Oh! to whom. 
Should needy ſinners flee; 

But to thyſelf, who bid'ſt us come? 
Our ſprings are all in thee. 


4 Some tempted, weak, and trembling ſaint, 
Before thee now may be: 


His ſprings are all in thee. 


Let ſinners, ſuch as we, | 
Salvation's bleſſing taſte and feel; l 
Our ſprings are all in thee. 


6 When we arrive at Zion's hill, 
And all thy glory ſee; 
Our joyful ſongs ſhall echo ſtill, 


Our ſprings are all in thee. 


X. Redemption through Chriſt. 


HEN unrelenting Juſtice cry'd 


* * 
Y . 
For veng'ance on the fallen race, 


| Teſus our great Redeemer died, 


A bleeding victim in our place. 


2 He in our ſtead reſign'd his breath, 
His precious life for us he gave, 

That from the jaws of endleſs death, 
He might us helpleſs ſinners /ave. 


3 The great Jehovah from above, 
Approv'd this ſpotleſs ſacrifice : 
By virtue of redeeming love, 
We find acceptance 1a his eyes. 


( 16] ) 


4 Now that to ſave our ſouls from fin, 
He has this great ſalvation? wrought ; 


Let each of us reſign to him 


The lives which he fo dearly bought. 
XI. The Goodneſ;, of God. 


ORD, when I count thy mercies o'er, 
They ſtrike me with ſurpriſe ; 


Not all the ſands that ſpread the ſhore 


To equal numbers rife. 


2 My fleſh with fear and wonder ſtands, 
The product of thy ſkill ; 


And hourly being, from thy hands 


Thy thoughts of love reveal. 


3 Theſe on my heart by night I keep; 
How kind, how dear to me! 

O may the hour that ends my ſleep, 
Still find my thoughts with thee. 


XII. The Creation. 
* ORD, we admire thy mighty ſway, 
Which into being brought our frame; 


And has made animated clay, 
To praiſe the glory of thy name. 


2 When o'er the undiſtinguiſh'd deep, 
Confuſion ſpread her ſable wings ; 

When all were ſilent and aſleep, , 
Earth's wide expanſe to order ſprings. 


3 The night and day, the ſea and land, 
His unreſiſted pow'r disjoin'd; , 
And with his great and mighty hand, 


To each their function he aſſign'd. 
4 That 
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4 That liquid maſs, the ſpacious fea, 
He planted with the finny tribe; 

And by a fencing hedge, you ſee 
Them wall'd around on ev'ry fide. 


5 The feather'd flocks of ev'ry kind, 
Still ranging in the purple ſky, 

With rapid wings, as ſwift as wind, 
Thro' their extenſive empire fly. 


6 Look round and view the terrene frame 

(See herds, with all the bleating race) 

A ſplendid table, whereupon 1 
A rich profuſion God doth place. 


XIII. Sandification through Chrif. 


Y nature vile, conceiv'd in fin, 
By practice render'd worſe; 
Deprax'd in ev'ry pow'r within, 
Obnoxious to thy curſe. 
2 I feel the weight and guilt of ſin, 
My foul's with anguiſh torn 
Where thall | find a friend to ſcreen 
A ſinful rebel worm? 


3 Methinks I hear ſome joyful ſound, 
Theſe words with love declare, 
&« Where tribulation moſt abound, 
My grace ſhall conquer there.” 
4 Jtius. my God! to thee 1 fly: 
thy blood can cleanſe from fin = 
Thy rigbtcoufnels + can all defy. - 1 
Iis thou canſt make me clean, | 
+ Imputed and Implauted. 


5 Come, | 


. rw 
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5 Come, holy dove, inſpire my ſoul, 
And ev'ry fear remove, 


Let all my pow'rs in praiſes roll, 
And ſing redeeming love. 


XIV. Heaven. 


> Ny OW bleft is that angelic band, 


In robes of light who daily ſtand, 
Who have at laſt obtain'd the grace, 
To fee unveil'd the Prince of peace.“ 
2 Their earthly trials now are o'er, 
Their pain and grief are felt no more; 
Join'd to the legions of the ſky, 


From earth and fin they quickly fly. 


3 Above the reach of Satan's pow'r, 
Theſe diſembodied ſpirits tor, 

And on their dear Redeemer's breaſt, 
From all their toils they ſafely reſt. 


XV. The Crucifixion of Chriſt. 


> EHOLD the Saviour of mankind, 
NaiPd to the ſhameful tree; 
How vaſt the love that him inclin'd 
To bleed and die for thee. 


2 Hark how he groans, while nature ſhakes, 
And Earth's ſtrong pillars bend ! 

The temple's veil in ſunder breaks, 
The ſolid marbles rend. 


*Tis done the precious ranſom's paid, 
Receive my ſoul,“ ke cries ; 
See where he bows his ſacred head! 
He bows his head, and dies“ 
RE. 4 But 


C I 
4 But ſoon he'll break death's envious chain, 
And in full glory ſhine; 
O Lamb of God was ever pain, 
Was ever love like thine. 


X VI. Death. 


E # FE waſting days are rolling on, 
So ſwittly glide away; 


That unto our eternal home 
We haſten ev'ry day. 


2 This moment, Lord, upon the brink 
Of death, we mortals ſtand; 

And yet, alas! | we ſeldom think, 
His darts ſo near at band. 


2 We fondly rove with heedleſs ſteps, 
In pier” of idle toys; 

Until, at once, death intercepts, 
And baflles all our joys. 


4 The gaudy pomp of human pride, 
| Unmaik'd does then appear; 


It's wings are cropt on ev'ry fide, 
When death approaches near. 


5 Since death, our bodies with the duſt 
Appoints them their abode ; 

Jo death at laſt, we humbly truſt, | 
Will join our ſouls to God. "nn 


XVII. The Aſcenſion of Chriſt. 


Hate to the prince of light, * 

That cloath'd himſelf in clay; 3 

Enter'd the iron gates of death, 
And tore the bars away, 


2 Death 


( 20 ) 
2 Death is no more the king of dread, 
Since our Emmanuel roſe ; 


He took the tyrant's ſting away, 
And ſpoil'd our helliſh foes. 


See how the conqu'ror mounts aloft, 
And to his father flics ! 
With ſcars of konour in his face, 
And triumph in his eyes. 


4 There our exalted Saviour reigns, 
And ſcatters bleſſings down: 
Our Jeſus fills the middle ſeat 
Ot che celeſtial throne, 


XVIII. Death. 


ES Us, an int'reſt in thy blood, 
This is my chief, my only care; 
My pardon ſeal'd and peace with God, 
Is ſtill my undiſſembled pray'r. 


2 Approaching death is juſt at band, 
The lamp of life does faſt decay; 
And ſhall 1 waſte my ebbing ſand, 


And throw my inch of time away? 
3 Great God! forbid the fooliſh thought, 
Permit it not to vex my heart: 
That I whoſe life's ſo dearly bought, 
From Jeſus? footſteps ſhould depart. 
- Jeſus, beneath thy guardian wings, 
My fainting ſoul | ſafely hid ; 
And now, tho” death his warrant brings, 
Pl! in thy precious blood confide. 


XII. Sal- 


U 
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; XIX. Salvation. 


ALVATION, O the joyful ſound ! 
What pleaſure to our ears! 
A lov'reign balm for ev'ry wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 
2 Salvation ! let the echo fly, 
The ſpacious earth around, 
While all the armies of the ſky, 
Conſpire to raiſe the ſound, 


XX. Repentance. 
USTLY incenſed holy Lord, 


Whoſe precepts I have long abhor'd; 


Before thy throne may ſuch as I 
For pardon, Lord, to thee apply ? 


2 Deſervedly thy vengeful pow'r, 
Might fink me down, to riſe no more 
Conſign my guilty ſoul to hell, 
There, in perpetual flames to dwell, 

3 Before thee ſhall I periſh, Lord? 
Will Chriſt my ſoul no help afford ? 
Yet ſtill methinks I hear thee ſay, 

6 Jeſus can take thy guilt away.“ 


4 O, gracious God, behold my cry! 
Who gav'ſt thine only Son to die; 


Forgiveneſs to my ſoul impart, 


And write the pardon on my heart. 


5 Then ſhall I ſpend my waſting days, 
In ſounding forth thy endleſs praiſe ; 
United to-the ſaints above, 

PIl ſhout with them Redeeming love. 
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XIVXWI. Public Worſhip. 
1” boundleſs mercy gracious Lord appear, 
1 Darkneſs diſpel, the humble mourner chear; 
Vain thoughts remove, melt down each flinty heart, 
Draw ev'ry ſoul to chooſe the better part. 
XXII. The Power of God. 
2 HE undeſigning hand of chance, 


Could never into order bring, 
The ſyſtem of this wide expanſe, 


With every created thing. 


2 In theſe, O Lord, thy hand and pow*r 
Unveil'd are ſeen by mortal eyes; 


Surrounding objects ev'ry hour, 


Proclaim thy might in carth and ſkies. 
The atoms of this lofty frame, 
The human and angelic bands ; 
Forth from the womb of nothing came, 
Created by thy mighty hands. 


4 Confuſion into order wrought, 


Without miſcarriage or defect ; 
And duſt was to exiſtence brought, 
By the Almighty Architect! 


XXIII. Temptation. 
REAT God! who from my early youth, 
| Haſt form'd me by thy ſacred truth, 
Still guide me in thy righteous way, 
Nor let me from thy precepts ſtray : 


2 With dangers Pm encompaſs'd round, 
And walk upon deceitful ground ; 
The world allures, the ſenſe invites, 
And promiſes unknown delights : 


3 How 
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5 How can I pleaſure's tide withſtand, 
Jnleſs ſupported by thine hand? 
Preſerve unſtain'd my innocence, 

Or elſe in mercy call me hence. 


XXIV. Humility. 
* O temple ever built by art, 
Can jeſus Chriſt contain; 
But in the meek and Humble heart 
He's daily to be ſeen. 


2 The man whoſe unaſpiring mind, 
Submits to jeſus' rod, 

His pious ſoul you'll always find ; 
A temple for his God. AJ 


3 No lawleſs paſſions mar his peace, 
No blaſted hopes his joy: 

His ſoul is fill'd with Jeſus? grace, 
His pleaſures never cloy. 

4 Dear Saviour now this grace impart, 
Ambitious thoughts diſpel : 

Prepare a chamber in my heart, 
And there for ever dwell. 


XXV. Touth.. 


& hoes morning flow'rs diſplay their ſweets, 
And gay their ſilken leaves unfold, 
As careleſs of the noon-day heats, 

And fearleſs of the ey*ning cold. 
2 Nipt by the wind's unkindly blaſt, 

Parch'd by the ſun's direQer ray, 
The momentary glories waſte, 

The ſhort liv'd beauties die away. 
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3 So blooms the human face divine, 
When youth its pride of beauty ſhews: 

Fairer than ſpring the colours ſhine, 
And ſweeter than the virgin roſe, 


4 But worn by ſlowly rolling years, 
Or broke by ſickneſs in a day, 
The fading glory diſappears, 
Our /hort-liv'd beauties die away. 


XXVI. A Saint and Sinner's Dialogue. 


„HA can a guilty ſinner ſhun 
The death that never dies? 
He muſt in faith and patience run 

To Chriſt the Sacrifice. 


2 How can my ſoul's polluted ſtains 
(That ſtill for veng'ance cry) 
Be waſh'd?—* The blood of Chriſt doth cleanſe 

From all iniquity.” 

3 How ſhall my uninſtructed heart 
And life be kept from ſin? 

God's word the belt of rules impart 
To keep the conſcience clean. 

4 But how can Satan's fiery darts 
Be warded off by me? 

Reſiſt him; and, for all his arts, 
Unvanquiſh'd thou ſhalt be. 

5 Will God his word to me fulfil, 
Of this I ſtand in doubt? 

Les — They that come to Chriſt, he will 
In no ways caſt them out.“ 


XXVII. Public 
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XXVII. Public Merſbip. 
ATHER behold with gracious eyes 
The ſouls before thy throne ; 


Who now preſent their ſacrifice, 
And ſeek thee in thy Son. 


2 On each of us ſome gift beſtow, 
Some blefling now 1mpart, 

The ſeed of life eternal ſow 
In ev'ry waiting heart. . 


3 The loving pow'rful ſpirit ſhed, 
And ſpeak our ſins forgiv'n, 

And haſte throughout the lump to ſpread 
The ſanctifying leav'n. 


4 Refreſh us with a ceaſeleſs ſhow'r 


Of graces from above, 
Till all receive the perfect pow'r 
Of everlaſting love. 


XXVIII. Hell. 
ESPAIR and darkneſs fill my heart, 
And tears run from mine eyes; 
My penſive thoughts (till call to mind 
The worm that never dies. 


2 To be conſign'd to endleſs pain, 
In flames of fire to dwell; 

What mortal can endure the thought 
Of Friends, and Fire, and Hell. 


3 There, hope nor mercy never view 
Thoſe tenants of deſpair 

But to endure redoubled pangs 
Their wretched ſouls prepare. 
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4 A guilty conſcience lodg'd within,, 
A vicious life behind, 
A fin-avenging God above, 
Beneath a cruel fiend; 


5 To 'ſcape this endleſs wrath divine, 
Ah! whither can I flee; 

O Jeſus, ſave me or Pm damn'd 
To all eternity! f 


| | | XXIX. Private Prayer. 
4 | 3 of Jeſus Chriſt, my Lord, 
j I humbly ſeek thy face; 
Encourag'd, by the Saviour's word, 
To aſk thy pard'ning grace. 
2 Ent'ring into my cloſet, I 
The buſy world exclude; 
In ſecret pray'r for mercy cry, 
And groan to be renew'd. 


3 Far from the paths of men, to thee: 
Il! ſolemnly retire: 
See thou, who doth in /ecret ſee, 

And grant my heart's deſire. 


4 Fain would 1 all thy goodneſs feel, 
And know my ſins forgiv'n; 
And do on earth thy perfect will, 
As angels do in heav'n. 


L XXX. Univerſal Praiſe to God. 
F "|= all that. breathe the vital air,, 
#Z 8 Vnite with one accord, 
A ſong of praiſe, with joy, prepare 
To Chriſt our common Lord. 
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2 Ye warbling tenants of the ſky, 
Conſpire to raiſe the ſound; 
Aſſiſt ye grazing flocks that lie, 
In paſtures on the ground. 


3 Ye legions of the deep combine, 
Your aid the reſt deſire; 
And all ye /ons of Adam join 
ü To ſwell the chanting choir. 


4 Let heav'n and earth combine with me, 
The ſacred theme to raile : 

Let our united ſongs agree 
In great Jehovah's praiſe. 


XXXI. The departing Believer. 


1 ev'ry ſaint, and ev'ry friend, 

Rejoice and ſing with me; 

While Jon angel's wings aſcend, 
My Saviour's face to ſee. 


2 Adieu, ye paths of death and ſin, 
I ſoar to joys above; 
Where I ſhall ever live with him, 
And ſing redeeming love. 
3 Adieu, my body, for a while; 
With me thou canſt not go; 
But mingle with thy native ſoil, 
Till the laſt trumpet blow. 


4 Now Jeſus calls my ſoul away, 
My fleſh ſhall reſt in hope: 
When dawns the everlaſting day, 
My Lord ſhall raiſe it up. 


Ye | 5 And 
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5 And as I mount, I'll louder ſing 
Salvation through the ſkies, 

And make the ſtarry concave ring, 
With praiſes as I riſe. 


XX XII. The Reſurrection. 
* HEN the laſt angel's trump ſhall ſound, 
VV And dreadful thunders roar; 
The ſeas, and ev'ry grave around, 
Shall then their dead reſtore. 
2 Then from the dark and filent bed, 
Where man has ſlept for years; 


Some riſe with joy to meet their head, 
And ſome with grief and fears. 


3 The grave proves faithful to her truſt, 
No more her ſlain conceals; 

And thoſe that mingled with the duſt, 
Shall quit their gloomy cells. 


4 The earth ſhall vaniſh into ſmoke, 
An unextinguiſh'd blaze, 

The mountains melt, the ſolid rock, 
Diſſolve as liquid ſeas. 


5 Methinks the hour approaches nigh,. 
The trumpet's ſound I hear: 

If heav'n and earth before thee fly, 
Lord, how ſhall I appear? 


XXXIII. Sov*reign Grace. 
LMIGHTY Sov'reign of the ſkies, 
Lo, 1 preſent me at thy throne; 
Fain would my ſoul enraptur'd riſe, 
And ling the wenders grace hath done. 


2 Ye 
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2 Ye humble ſouls that love and fear, 
To Jeſus? croſs with boldneſs run, 
While I with joyful lips declare, 
The matchleſs wonders grace hath done. 


3 Adore, my ſoul, the matchleſs grace, 
That taught thee folly's paths to ſhun: 
Let all thy pow'rs awake to praiſe 


4 The wonders ſov' reign grace hath done. 


4 And when this weak and dying frame 
Shall in the ſilent grave lie down, 
Then in a more exalted ſtrain, 
Pl tell the wonders grace hath,done. 


5 Join'd to the bleſt angelic throng, | 
That ſtand adoring round the throne, j 
I'll fing, with an unwearied tongue, 
The matchleſs wonders grace hath done. 


? VXXIXIV. Old Age. 0 


vn %s HOY ſoon the blooming flow'rs decay? 
Their beauty quickly fades away: 

Their crimſon hue, their vernal green, 

No more with pleaſure can be ſeen. 


2 So ſoon the fleeting moments pals, 

That ſtill exhauſt our mortal glaſs; 
From morn to noon, from youth to age, 
We quickly fly from off the ſtage. 

3 In heedleſs ſteps our youthful days, 

Are ſpent in fin and folly's ways: 

Expended by the wreck of time, 

Our ſtrength and vigour ſoon decline. 


4 Gray 
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4 Gray headed both in ſin and years, 
Old age with all his train appears; 
Incumber'd with a load of pain, 

We ſee our former actions vain. 


5 And what in youth were pleaſing joys, 
We now eſteem as idle toys; 

Inſenſible of ev'ry ſmile 

That does the cares of life beguile: 


6 We, cruſh'd by ſickneſs and diſtreſs, 
Deſpair to find our burden leſs, 

And grope about from year to year, 
Until at laft ve diſappear. 


XXXV. The Aſcenſion of Chriſt. 


| ge him triumph o'er the grave! 

Who once a victim ſtood; 

Expos'd to wrath that we might have 
Salvation through his blood, 


2 See him exulting / on high, 
No more to weep and mourn; 

Victorious fee him mount the ſky, 
To wait his grand return. 


Celeſtial legions now attend, 
And in his train appear; 
While myriads more from heav'n deſcend, 
To hail him through the air. 


4 The heav'nly portals open wide, 
1” admit the conqu'ring God; 

When tending ſerapbs, at his fide, 
Reſound his praiſe abroad. 
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5 Te ſaints, exult in lofty ſtrains, 


Your nobleſt tribute bring: 
He lives, and ſhall for ever reign, 
The univerſal King ! 


XXX VI. Preſervation through Chriſt. 
HEN in the roaring lion's teeth, 
Depriv'd of help I lay; 


Jeſus, thou from the jaws of death 
Reſcu'd the ma. prey. 


2 My puniſhment thou didſt ſuſtain, 
On thee my ſins were laid; 

That I the bleſſing might regain, 
Accurſed thou waſt made. 


3 Dear Saviour, how ſhall I diſcharge 
The debt I owe to thee? 

Who as my ſurety did enlarge, 
And bought my liberty, 


4 Thy heart for ſinners ſtill doth move, 
Thou ſuff'ring Son of God: 
Deſcend in mercy from above, 
And cleanſe me by thy blood. 


5 Jeſus, one bleſſing I require, | 
Which thou haſt bought for me; 

Make this my great, my chief deſire 
To live and die in thee! 


XXXVII. The Omnipreſence of Ged. 
13 where ſhall guilty ſouls retire, 
Forgotten and unknown? 
In hell they meet thy vengelul fire, 
In heav'n thy glorious throne, 
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2 Should I ſuppreſs my vital breath 
To *ſcape the wrath divine, 


Thy voice would break the bars of death, 
And make the grave reſign. 


3 If wing'd with beams of morning light, 
I fly beyond the weſt, 
Thy hand, which muſt ſupport my flight, 
Would foon betray my reſt, 


4 If o'er my fins I ſeek to draw 
The curtains of the night, | 
Thoſe flaming eyes which guard thy law 
Would turn the ſhades to light. 


5 The beams of noon, the midnight hour, 
Are both alike to thee: 

O may I ne'er provoke that pow?r, 
From which I cannot flee! 


XXXVIII. Public Worſhip. 


** TES US, by thy redeeming blood 
In our behalf appear; 

Thou dying ſuff' ring Son of God, 
We wait to meet thee here. 

2 Inſpire our ſouls with love divine, 
Melt down each flinty heart: 

And by thy grace our wills incline 
To chooſe the better part. 


3 The reigning pow'r of vice ſubdue, 
Thy work ofgrace begin; 

* Fis thou alone that canſt renew, 
And ſave our fouls from fin, 


4 That 
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4 That we our dear Redeemer love, 
Let all our actions ſhew, - 

Till glory ends in heav'n above 
What grace began below. 


XXXIX. A Prayer for Sinners. 
ESUS, Redeemer of mankind, 
Diſplay thy ſaving pow'r, 
Thy mercy let theſe outca/ts find, 
And know their gracious hour. 


2 Ah! give hem, Lord, a longer ſpace, ' 
Nor ſuddenly conſume; 

But let hem take the proſfer'd grace 
And flee the wrath to come. 


3 Open their eyes and ears, to ſee 
Thy croſs, to hear thy cries: 

Sinner, thy Saviour weeps for thee, 
For thee he weeps and dies : 


4 All the day long he meckly ſtands, 
His rebels to receive; 

And ſhews his wounds and ſpreads his hands, 
And bids you turn and live! 


| XL. Public Worſhip. 
4 . „thy glory we confeſs | 
Thy majeſty adore, 
Thy wiſdom, truth, and holinels, 
Me worſhip evermore. 


2 Jeſus, our dear redeeming Lord, 
Thy praiſe abroad we ſhew; 
Pe thou by heav'nly hoſts ador'd, 
And all thy ſaints below, 
* C 
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3 Thy endleſs unabated love 
Is ſtill to ſinners free; 

*Tis it alone that can remove, 
And help our miſery. 


4 Thy goodneſs and thy truth abound, 

A vaſt extenſive fea, 

Wherein our guilt and fin are drown'd 
To all eternity. 


s Jeſus, thou Sun of Righteouſneſs, 
In beams of mercy ſhine; 

That fo enlighten'd by thy grace, 
We may be ever thine. 


XLI. The Goodneſs of God. 


3 is the mem'ry of thy grace, 
My Gad, my heav'nly King! 
Let age to age thy righteouſneſs, 
In ſongs of glory ſing. 


2 God reigns on high, but not confines 
His goodneſs to the ſkies 
Thro' the whole earth his goodneſs ſhines, 
And ev'ry want ſupplies. 


3 With longing eyes thy creatures wait 
On thee for daily food : 

Thy lib'ral hand provides them meat, 
And fills their mouth with good. 

4 How kind are thy compaſſions, Lord! 
How flow thine anger moves |! 

But ſoon he ſends his pard'ning word, 
To cheer the foul he loves. 


5 Creatures 
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5 Creatures with all their endleſs race 
Thy pow'r and praiſe proclaim : 

But we who taſte thy richer grace, 
Delight to bleſs thy name. 


XLII. The Love of God. 
** D EJOICE ye ranſom'd ſons of men, 
Diſpel your guilty fears ; 
The love of God (thro' Jeſus ſhewn) 
In your behalf appears. 


2 Such was his pity and his love, 
For Adam's fallen race, 

He ſent his Son from heav'n above, 
To ſuffer in their place. 


3 Jeſus to earth did not deſcend 
With a vindictive rod, 

But to enforce, and recommend, 
And pave the way to God. 

4 And they who love his holy word, 
And all his laws obey 

His loving kindneſs ſhall record, 
Thro' everlaſting day. 

5 Our God is full of peace and love; 
We on his word rely ; 

And {till his tender mercies prove 
When to his arms we fly. 


X LUI. The Goodneſs of Ged. 
| Og T ev'ry tongue thy g:odneſs ſpeak, 
Thou ſov'ren Lord of all! 

Thy ſtrength ning hands uphold the weak, 
And raiſe the poor chat fall, 


1 2 When 
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2 When ſorrows bow the ſpirit down, 
Or virtue lies diſtreſt, 

Beneath the proud oppreſſor's frown 
Thou giv'ſt the mourner relt. 


3 The Lord fupports our infant days, 
And guides our giddy youth : 
Holy and jult are all thy ways, 
And all thy works are truth. 


4 Thou know'ſt the pains thy ſervants feel: 
Thou hear'ſt thy children's cry, 
And their belt wiſhes to fulfil, 
Thy grace is ever nigh, 
5 Thy mercy never ſhall remove 
| From men of hearts ſincere: 
Thou ſav'ſt the fouls whoſe humble lo 
Is join'd with holy fear. 


6 My lips ſhall dwell upon thy praiſe, 
And ſpread thy fame abroad : 
Let all the ſons of Adam raiſe 
The honours of their God. 


XLIV. Afiidion. 
HEE, Jeſus, full of truth and peace; 


bee, Saviour, we adore ! 
Thee, in aflidtion's furnace prafle 
And magnify thy pow'r. 
2 Thy pow'r, in human weakneſs ſhewn, 
Shall make us all entire: 
We now thy guardian preſence own, 
And walk unburnt in fire. 


3 Thee, 
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3 Thee, Son of man! by faith we fee, 
And glory in our guide; 
Surrounded and upheld by thee, 
The fiery telt abide. 


4 The fire our graces ſhall refine, 
Till moulded from above, 

We bear the character divine, | 
The ſtamp of perfect love. | 


XLV. A Storm at Sea: | 

. N floating waves and billows roar; ö 
And ſeas in mountains riſe! 

O God, thy mercy we implore, 

Regard our feeble cries ! | 


2 The raging elements declare | 
Our lateſt hour is come; : 

And ev'ry wave bids us prepare [ 
For our eternal home. A 

3 Far from the aid of human pow'r, 
No pilot here to ſave ; | | 

We're ſtill expecting ev'ry hour | 
The ſeas to prove our grave. | 

4 Now that our dangers ſtill increaſe, | 


Ah! whither can we flee ? 
In this the time of our diſtreſs, 
O Lord! but unto thee, 
5 Deſcend in mercy from above, 
_ Compoſe the raging tide ; 
And let thy pow'r and goodneſs prove 
Qur ſafe and only guide. 


C3 6 O- God? 
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6 O God! in this diſtreſsful hour, i 

Thy aid we now implore ; ; 
Conduct us by thy guardian pow'r, 
To our intended ſhore. 


XLVI. The Shortneſs and Uncertainty of Life. 


THEE we adore, eternal name, 
And humbly own to thee, 
How feeble is our mortal frame, 
What dying worms we be! 


2 Our waſting lives grow ſhorter till, 
As days and months increale ; 

And ev'ry beating pulſe we tell 
Leaves but the number lels. 


3 The year rolls round, and ſteals away 
The breath that firit it gave: 
Whate'er we do, where'er we be, 
We're trav'ling to the grave. 
4 Dangers ſtand thick thro' all the ground, 
To pulh us to the tomb; 
And fierce diſeafes wait around, 
To hurry mortals home. 


5 Infinite joy or endleſs woe 
Attend on ev'ry breath; 

And yet, how unconcern'd we go 
Upon the brink of death? 


6 Waken, O Lord! our drowſy ſenſe, 
To walk this dang 'rous road: 

And if our fouls be hurry'd hence, 
they be found with God. 


XLVII. Evening» 


"ay 
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XLVII. Evening, 
00 ORD let my ev'ning ſacrifice, 


Aſcend before thee to the ſkies; 


The praiſes of my tongue: 
All glory, might, and majeſty, 
And pow'r divine, do unto thee 

Eternally belong. 


2 This day thy mercy ſtood prepar'd, 
My ſure defence, and conſtant guard, 
From Satan's helliſh pow'r ; 
Th' irppending ſtroke thou didit avert, 
Sultain'd my foul in ev'ry part 
Unto the preſent hour, 


3 O that my ſoul could rightly ſerve, 

The God who does my life preſerve, 
And ſtill from day to day, 

Upholds ine by his mighty pow'r, 


While death ſtands waiting at the door 


To ſnatch my breath away. 


4 Now that che curtain of ihe night 
Precludes my eyes from nat ral light, 
'n give myſelt to fleep; 
Aſſur'd that thou, in ev'ry hour, 
Wilt ſtill, ſecure from Satan's pow'r, 
My ſoul in ſafety keep. 
XLVIII. Scriptures. 
NSPIRER of the antient ſeers, 
Who wrote the ſacred page; 


Preſerv'd thro” all ſucceeding years, 


To our degen'rate age. 
| y 
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2 While in thy word we ſearch for thee, 
| (We ſearch with trembling awe!) 


Open our eyes, and let us ſee 
The wonders of thy law. 


3 Now let our darkneſs comprehend 
The light that ſhines ſo clear; 
Now the revealing Spirit ſend, 
And give us ears to hear, 
4 Before us let thy goodneſs pals, 
Which here by faith we know; 
Let us, in Jeſus, fee thy face, 
And die to all below, 


XLIX. For King George. 
„ Ha King of nations, who ordain'ſt 
| The pow'rs on earth that be! 
By whom our lawful ſov'reign reigns, 
Upheld by none but thee. 


2 We now in faith and humble pray'r, 
For him, thy grace implore ; 
Make him the object of thy care, 
Both now and evermore. 


3 As loyal ſubjects to his pow'r, 
We own his mild command; 

Defend and guard him ev'ry hour 
By thme Almighty hand. 


4 When his malignant foes invent, 
Or yet ſedition ſpread ; 

O! let thine angels pitch their tent 
Around. his ſacred head. 


5. From 
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5 From private and from open foes, 
Him conſtantly reſcue; 


And thoſe that would his laws oppoſe, 
Lord! inſtantly ſubdue. 


L. The Love of God. 


Y God, for all I am-and have, 
And all I hope to be, 

Here, and beyond the cloſing grave, 
The praiſe I owe to thee, 


2 But not a thouſand hymns of praise, 
From ſuch a tongue as mine, 

Nor yet a ſong in feraph's lays, 
Can ſpeak ſuch /ove as thine. 


3 Thy love in the Redeemer ſhewn, 
| When given up to die; 
The Father's beſt beloved Son, 

For ſinners ſuch as J. 


4 That /ove which has the Spirit giv'n 
To bring the tidings near ; 

To put me in the way to heav'n, 
And ſafe conduct me there: 


5 And ev'ry comfort of the way 
Thy lib'ral hand beſtows ; 
Leads me to own from day to day 
F The /ove from which it flows, 
6 Dear God, afliſt my lab'ring tongue, 
While I attempt thy praiſe; 
And fit me to purſue the ſong, 
Thro' everlaſting days. 


LI. Heaven, 


| 
't 
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LI. Heaven. 


* O0 ſorrows and deſponding fears, 


Are now at laſt o'ercome ; 
The new Feruſalem appears, 
Our everlaſting home. 


2 From earth and fin we now remove, 
To our divine abode ; 

The houſe of angel ſaints above, 

The palace of our God. 


3 Our mourning days are at an end, 
And all our ſorrows fled ; 

We now triumphantly aſcend 
To Chriſt our living head. 


4 Here dawns an everlaſting day, 
Ne'er clouded by the night; 

Here love and mercy ſtill diſplay; 
A permanent delight. 

5 Here faithful ſaints obtain the grace, 
(Who knew their fins forgiv'n) 

To ſee unveil'd the Prince of Peace, 
The Majeſty of heav'n. 


LII. Servants. 


TORTH i in the morning. Lord, = | 


My labour to purſue ; 
Thee, only thee, reſolv'd to know, 
| ln all I ſpeak or do. 
2 The taſk thy wiſdom has afſign'd, 
Pl! chearfully fulfil : 


In all my works the preſence find, 
And do thy blefled will. 


3 Thy 
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3 Thy bright example I purſue ; 
To thee in all things rile ; 


And all I think, or ſpeak, or do, 
Is one great ſacrifice. 


4 Careleſs thro' outward toils I go, 


From all diſtraction free: 
My Hands are but engag'd below. 
My heart is ſtill with thee, 


LIN). Maſters. 


MI ſupreme, to thee I cry 
For conſtant pow'r and grace; 
Thy bright example ſtill to eye, 
And all thy footſteps trace. 
2 Make me a pattern to my houſe, 
That all beneath my care, 
May ſtudiouſly thy precepts chuſe, 
And all thy goodneſs ſhare. 


3 To thoſe that wait upon my call 
May I with love behave ; 


And daily think how ſoon we'll all 
Be equal in the grave. 


4 Teach me to balance well my pow'r 
With due prudential care, 

Leſt I ſhould ever chance to grow 
Re miſs or too ſevere. 


5 O'er him who frequent error makes 
I'll Keep a watchful eye; 


But unavoidable miſtakes 


III heedleſsly paſs by. 
| LIV. Fer 


C0) 


LIV. For Parents. 
OME, Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt! 
To whom we for our children cry ; 
The good defir*d and wanted moſt, 
Out of thy richeſt grace ſupply, 


2 Error and ignorance remove, 
Their blindneſs both of heart and mind> 
Give them the wiſdom from above, 
Spotleſs, and peaceable, and kind. 


3 Learning's redundant part and vain, 
Be here cut off and caſt aſide ; 
But let them, Lord, the ſubſtance gain, 
In ev'ry ſolid truth abide. 
4 Let them acquire and ne'er forego 
The pious leſſons to them piv'n ; 
The knowledge fit for man to know, 
To train and bring them up for heav'n, 


1 . 
ATHER, to thee we lift our eyes, | 
For thee our hearts prepare 
Attend in mercy to our cries, 
Regard our humble pray'r. 


2 Thro' all our heedleſs ſteps in Na, 
| Yea ev'ry day and night, 
| Inſtruct, by thy unerring truth, 
Our infant minds aright. 3 v 


Whene'er we careleſsly expoſe 
Ourſelves to Satan's ſnare ; 
O God! in mercy interpoſe, 
Be thou aſſiſtant there. 


* * 
* 
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4 O! let our conſcience always be 
Impreſt with filial awe ; 

And ope our eyes that we may ſee, 
The wonders of thy law. 


LVI. Mariners. 

HY works of glory, mighty Lord! 
Thy wonders in the deeps / 
The ſons of courage {hall record, 
Who trade in floating /hips. 


2 At thy command the winds ariſe, 
And ſwell the tow'ring waves; 

The men aſtoniſh'd mount the ſkies, 
And ſink in yawning graves. 


3 Again they climb the wat'ry hills, 
And plunge the deeps again ; 

Each like a tott'ring drunkard reels, 
And finds his courage vain. 


4 Then to the Lord they raiſe their cries, 
He hears their loud requelt, 

And orders ſilence thro” the ſkies, 
And lays the flocds to re/t. 


5 Tis God that brings them ſafe to land; 
Let /tupid morials know, 

That waves are under his command, 
And all the winds that blow! 


LVII. Parents. 
1 REAT Parent of the human race, 
AV Let us be taught by thee ; 
How we may train, in all thy ways, 
Our riſing progeny. 
* 


D 2 Help 


And by thy grace their minds renew, 


That ſtudiouſly we may prepare 


1 Mi 


2 Help us their paſſions to ſubdue, 
Whenever we reprove ; 


With wiſdom from above. 


3 Inſpire us with parental care, 
As guardians of their youth, 


Their minds for virtuous truth. 


4 We would induce them to obey ; 
With gentleneſs proceed ; 

And never take the rougheſt way 
When love will do the deed. 

5 T' accompliſh this important taſk, 
Let grace to us be giv'n; | 

With ev'ry bleſſing that we aſk, 
To train them up for heav'n. | 
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LVIII. Thanks after a Storm at Sea. 


HINK, O my ſoul! devoutly think, 
How with affrighted eyes, 
Thou ſaw'ſt the wide extended deep 
In all its Horror riſe. 


2 Confuſion dwelt in ev'ry face, 
And fear in ev'ry heart; 

When gulfs on gulfs, and waves on waves, 
O' ercame the pilot's art. 


3 Vet then from all my griefs, O Lord! 
Thy mercy ſet me free; 
Whilſt in the confidence of pray'r 


My ſoul took hold on thee. 
4 The 
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4 The ſtorm was laid, the winds retir'd, 
Obedient to thy will ; 

The ſea that roar'd at thy command, 
At thy command was ſtill. 


5 In midſt of danger, fears, and death, 
Thy goodneſs PII adore ; 
And praiſe thee for thy mercies paſt, - 
And humbly hope for more, 
6 My life, if thou preſerv'it my life, 
Thy ſacrifice ſhall be; 
And death, when death ſhall be my doom, 
Shall join my ſoul to thee. 
LIX. Longing for Heaven. 
* CES quickly come, moſt gracious Lord! 
Fulfil the promiſe of thy word ; 
And make me one with thee: 
Enrol my name among the bleſt, 
That in thy boſom I may reſt 
To all eternity. 


2 The tree of life I long to taſte, 
On which thy ranſom'd ſervants feaſt, , 
The fruit of love divine. 


The chryſtal ſtreams beneath thy throne, . 


Ot which the faints, and they alone, 
Can drink when they incline. 


3 There ſhall ſoon forget my fears, 
When once above this vail of tcars ; 
By Jeſus” fide ſer down: 
May I by faith this prize enſure, 
And here with patience ſtill endure 
The Croſs to wear the Crown, 
D 2 LX. The: 
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LX. The Creation. 

HE ſpacious firmament on high, 
Wich all the blue zthereal {ky, 
And ſpangled heav'ns, (a ſhining frame) 
Their great original proclaim. 


2 Th' unweary'd ſun from day to day 
Doth his Creator's pow' r diſplay ; g 
And publiſhes to ev'ry land, 

The work of an n hand. 


3 Soon as the ev'ning ſhades prevail, 

The moon takes up the wond'rous tale; 
And nightly to the liſt'ning earth 

Repeats the ſtory of her birth: 


4 Whilſt all the ſtars that round her burn, 
And all the planets in their turn, 

Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 


5 What tho? in folemn ſilence all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial ball? 
What tho? no real voice nor ſound 
Amid{t their radiant orbs be found? 


6 In Reaſon's car they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice, 
Forever ſinging as they ſhine, 
„The hand that made us is divine.“ 
LXI. Public Worſhip. 
LMIGIITY God, we now appear 
Bezare thy throne of grace; 

Wich fervent love and holy fear 

We ſeek thy gracious face, 


2 Thy 
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| 2 Thy pard'ning mercy, Lord reveal 
To ev'ry waiting heart; 

And ev'ry wounded ſpirit heal 
Before that we depart. 


3 How often, Lord, have we appear'd 
Before thy face in vain ? 

How many precepts have we heard? 

v Yet few do we retain. 


4-In all thy glory now appear, 

And on our ſpirits thine ; 
And fill the ſouls that here attend 
| With faith and love divine. 


5- And thoſe that now their ſins lament, - 
Who for their pardon wait ; 

O! may ſuch mourning ſouls be ſent 
Rejoicing from thy gate. 


7 LXII. Judgment. 


HEN riſing from the bed of death, 
O'erwhelm'd with guilt and fear, 
I fce my Maker face to face, 
O how ſhall-I appear? 


2 If yet, while pardon may be found, 

And mercy may be ſought, 
My heart with inward horror ſhrinks 

| And trembles at the thought: 

3 When thou, O Lord! ſhalt ſtand diſelos'd 
In majeſty ſevere, 

And fit in judgment on my ſoul, 
O how ſhall I 8 | 


—— 
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4 But thou haſt told the troubled mind, 
Who does her fins lament, 


The timely tribute of her tears, 
Shall endleſs woe prevent. 


5 Then ſee the ſorrows of my heart, 
Ere yet it be too late; 

And hear my Saviour's dying groans, 
To give thoſe ſorrows weight, 


6 For never ſhall my ſoul deſpair ? 
Her pardon to procure, 
Who knows thy only Son has dy'd 
To make her pardon ſure. 


LXIII. Glorifiegtion thro) Cyril. | 


EHOLD what countleſs numbers ſtand” | 

In robes of white array'd; 

With palms of vict'ry in their hand, 
And crowns upon their head. . 


2 Theſe ſaints to endleſs glory came, 
From great diſtreſs below, 

And waſh'd their robes in blood divine, 
And made them white as ſnow. 


3 They now the throne of God ſurround, 
Before Meſſiah fall; 
In ſongs of praiſe their trumpets ſound 
To him that died for all. , 


4 Triumphing over death and ſin, , 
They find their trials o'er; 

- And join in an exalted hymn, 

I) heir Saviour to adore. 


LXIV. Fudgment. 


ur 


„ 
1 LXIV. Judgmeni. 
FE.” he comes with clouds deſcending, 
Once for favour'd finners ſlain, 

Thouſand, thouland ſaints attending, 

Swell the triumph of his train, 

Hallelujah! 
God appears on earth to reign. 


2 Ev'ry eye ſhall now behold him, 
Rob'd in dreadful majcity ; 

Thoſe that ſet at nought and ſold him, 
Pierc'd and nail'd- him to the tree, 

| Deeply wailing, 

Shall the true Meſſiah fee. . 

3 The dear tokens of his paſſion 
Still his dazzling body bears, 

Cauſe of endleſs exultation 
To his ranſom'd worſhippers: 

With what rapture \ 

Gaze we on thoſe glorious ſcars. 


4 Yea, amen! let all adore thee, 
High on thine eternal throne; 
Saviour, take the pow'r and glory, 
Claim the kingdom for thine own, 
Jah, Jehovah, 
Everlaſting God, come down! 


LXV. Morning. 


T* praiſe, O God! I'll ſound abroad, 


And ſtill to ſinners ſhew; 
How ſov'reign grace, in ev'ry place, 
Protects thy ſaints below, 


2 Mine 


| 
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2 Mine eyes ſurvey the riſing ſky: 
With pleaſure and delight; 


And waking find I call to mind 
The ſlumbers of the night. 


3 Thee 1 adore, who didit reſtore 
My life and pow'rs to me! 

Who, when aſleep, didſt ſafely keep 
My ſoul from danger free, 


4 Tho' dangers roll around my ſoul, 
Yet ſtill thy wakeful eyes, 

And guardian pow'r, make me ſecure + 
From all beneath the ſkies. 

5 This day protect, and ſtill direct 
My foul to follow thee ; 

Until that day, when thou ſhalt ſay, . 

Come hither up to me.“ 


LXVI. The Chriſtian's Charadter. 


\ /HO ſhall inhabit in thy hill? 
O God of holineſs! 
Whom will the Lord admit to dwell 
So near his throne of grace? 
2 The man that walks in pious ways, 
And works with righteous hands; 
That truſts his Maker's promiſes, 
And follows his commands, 


3 He ſpeaks the meaning of his heart, 
Nor ſlanders with his tongue; 
Will ſcarce believe an ill report, 


Nor do his neighbour wrong. 
4 He 
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4 He always makes his promiſe good, 
Whatever loſs he bears ; 


„Nor once revokes what he hath ſaid, 
To change the word he ſwears.”? 


5 His hands diſdain a golden bribe, 
And never gripe the poor: 

This man ſhall dwell with God on earth, 
And find his heav'n ſecure, : 


LXVII. The Sufferings of Chrift. 
HAT mortal can entirely ſcan 
The /ufferings of our Head; 
Which ev'ry hour he did endure, 
In guilty ſinners ſtead. 


2 In ſwaddling bands, to foreign lands, 
From Herod's ſword he flies: 
By Satan tried, and food deny'd, 
He faſted forty days. 
3 He was deſpis'd, and ſtigmatiz'd, 
Where he himſelf was born; 
Was falte accus'd, and balely us'd, | 
With inſolence and ſcorn. | 


4 Birds of the air could neſts prepare, 
And ſafe retirement had ; 

But Chrilt poſleſt no place of reſt 
Whercon to lay his head. 

5 If forth he threw th' infernal crew, 
To health the ſick reſtor'd; 

In league combin'd, with Satan join'd,. 


They charge our bleſſcd Lord. 


* * 
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6 All theſe and more, he mildly bore, 


To ranſom thee and me; 
At laſt did die, that he might buy 


Our pardon on the tree. 
LXVIII. The C. P/aln. 


EFORE Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ye nations bow with lacred oy : 
Know that the Lord is God alone ; 
He can create, and he deſtroy. 


2 His ſov'reign pow'r without our aid, 
Made us of clay, and form'd us men: 
And when like wand'ring ſheep we ſtray'd, 

He brought us to his fold again. 


3 We'll croud thy gates with thankful ſongs, 
High as the heav*ns our voices raiſe; 

And earth with her ten thouſand tongues, 
Shall fill thy courts with ſounding praiſe. 


4 Wide as the world is thy command; 

FVoaſt as eternity thy love; 

Firm as a rock thy truth muſt ſtand, 
When rolling years ſhall cea to move. 


LXIX. Evening. 
"W 


ASTING days are rolling on ; 
We are haſt'ning to our home; 
Time conſumes the day at laft, 
None regains the one that's paſt, 
We no more this day enjoy ; 
How we did the ſame employ ? 


God may now at us enquire, 
Cite us to his bar ſevere, . 


2 Now 
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2 Now before we cloſe our eyes, 
Can we in the Lord rejoice ? 
Do we know that ſov'reign grace 
Guards our ſouls in ev'ry place? 
Saviour now theſe gifts impart, 
Write ſuch bleſſings on our heart: 
That we ſtill at peace may be, 
With our minds, the world, and thee : 


3 When our beds ſhall prove our grave, 


Then our ſouls from Satan fave; 


When we from the grave ariſe, 
May we meet thee in the ſkies : 
Still to that important hour, 

Guide us by thy mighty pow'r ; 
In the darkneſs be our light, 
Guard us thro? the ſhades of night. 


LXX. Preſervation thro Chriſt. 


TES Heav'n I lift my waiting eyes, 
Where all my hopes are laid; 

The Lord, who built the earth and ſkies, 
Is my perpetual aid. 


2 Their feet ſhall never ſlide nor fall, 
Whom he deſigns to keep; 

His ear attends the ſofteſt call ; 
His eyes can never ſleep. 

3 He will ſuſtain our weakeſt pow'rs 
With bis Almighty arm, 

And watch our moſt unguarded hours 
Againſt ſurpriſing harm. 


4 Rejoice 


„ 
4 Rejoice ye ſaints, and reſt ſecure, 
Ĩ0cur keeper is the Lord; 


His watchful eyes employ his pow'r 
For your eternal guard. 


5 No ſcorching ſun, nor ſickly moon, 
Shall have his leave to ſmite; 

He ſhields our head from burning noon, 
Or blaſting damps by night. 


6 He guards our ſouls, he keeps our breath, 
Where thickeſt dangers come : 

Go and return, ſecure from death, 

| Till Chriſt command us home, 


LXXI. Interceſſion of Chriſt. 


0 Ong the throne our Surety ſtands, 
His wounds are open'd wide ; 


For us he ſpreads his bleeding hands, 
And eus his open fide. 


2 Our ſerviee at the throne of grace 
Would ineffectual prove, 

If Jeſus did not intercede, 
And plead his dying love. 


3 Altho' on the expiring tree 
The ranſom was laid down; 

Still Jeſus pleads for thee and me, 
Till we obtain the crown. 


4 Thro' Jeſus” death we are redeem'd 
By price, as well as pow'r; 
He pleads for us, and ſtill applies 
His merit ev'ry hour. 


5 Redemption 
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5 Redemption by his Spirit's pow'r, 
* Unto a ſinner's giv'n ; 

When ſoul and body are renew'd, 

And both made meet for heav'n, 
LXXI. Sickneſs. 
**O God! before thy mercy-ſcat, 
I now preſent my cry; 

If thou withdraw'ſt, or hidſt thy face, 

Ah! whither can I fly ? 


2 Remember undeſerved love; 
Thy pity I implore ; 

In mercy my phyſician prove, 
My former health reſtore. 

3 My plaintive ſighs, and daily groans, 
Are founding in thine ears; 

Thy watchful eye does ſtill behold, 

And numbers all my tears, , 


4 Upon a bed of fickneſs laid, 
Beneath aflliction preſt; 
Still ev'ry day and ev'ry hour, 
I'm panting aſter reſt, 
5 Thou great Phyſician of my ſoul, 
In mercy now draw nigh; 
My weak diſeaſed body heal, 
And ſave me, or I die. 


LXXIII. Thanks after Sickneſs, 
Thou ! who, when I did complain, 


Didſt all my griefs remove; 
O! Saviour, do not now diſdain 
My humble praiſe and love. 
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2 Since thou a pitying ear didſt give, 
And heard me when J pray'd, 


I'll call upon thee while I live, 
And never doubt thy aid. 


3 Pale death, with all his ghaſtly train, 


My ſoul encompas'd round : 
Anguiſh, and fin, and dread, and pain, 
On ev'ry fide I found 
4 To thee, O Lord of life! I pray'd, 
And did for ſuccour flee ; 
O! ſave (in my diſtreſs I ſaid) 
The ſoul that truſts in thee. 


5 How good thou art! how large thy grace, 
How ealy to forgive! 


The helpleſs thou delight'ſt to raiſe ; 


And by thy love live. 


6 Then O, my ſoul! be never more 
With anxious thoughts diſtreſt : 
God's bount'ous love doth thee reſtore 
| To eaſe, and joy, and reſt. 


7 My eyes no longer drown'd with tears, 
My feet from falling tree ; 

Redeem'd from death and guilty fears, 
O Lord! I'll live to thee. 


LXXIV. Evening. 
M God, to thee I lift my eyes, 


Thy goodnels I admire ; . 


That |, ſupported by thy grace, 


Have ſeen this day expire. 


2 Thro? 


„ 
2 Thro' each unguarded ſcene of life, 5 
Thy mercy ſtood prepar'd: 
Thy mighty pow'r 1 ſtill have found 
My ſure and ſtedfaſt guard. 


3 Now let me 7 my weary head, 
From death and danger free! 

And all my waking thoughts engage 
Betwixt my foul and thee. 

4 My life to thy protecting pow'r, 
I'll chearfully reſign; 

With my immortal ſpirit too, 
For both, O Lord! are thine. 


5 Reviving ſlumbers me afford, 
My waſted ſtrength renew; 
That in the morning 1 may riſe 
hy glory to purlue. 


LXXV. The Holineſs of God. 


OATS the vile race of fleſh and blood 
z 3 Contend with their Creator, God: 
Shall mortal worms preſume to be 

More holy, wiſe, or juſt, than he ? 


2 Behold he puts his truſt in none 
Of all the Spirits round his throne ; 
Their natures. when compar'd with his, 
Are neither holy, juſt, nor wile. 
3 But how much meaner things are they 
Who ſpring from duſt, and dwell in clay. 
Touch'd by the finger of thy wrath, 
We faint and periſh like the moth. 

LE 2 4 Almighty 
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4 Almighty Lord, to thee we bow: 
How /inful we, how holy thou ! 
No more the ſons of earth ſhall dare 
With an eternal God compare. 


LXXVI. Humility. 
ws WII meekneſs and humility, 
Array my ſoul within; 
This mantle beſt becometh me, 
An heir of death and ſin. 


2 Are angels meck ? ſhall man be proud ? 
May | the thought deteſt ! 

© let this vice ne'er be allow'd, 
Within my mind to reſt, 


How vain for mortal man to truſt 
In gold, or ſhining forms ! 
Who ſoon muſt mingle with the duſt, 


A feaſt for reptile worms. 


4 For all the gifts we here enjoy, 
Are lent us to improve, 
Nor can we rightly them employ 
Unaided from above. 


5 For thoſe whom heaven favours moſt, 
That an abundance have, 

Have cauſe to thank, but not to boaſt, 
For all that they receive. 


LXXVII. The Reſurrection of Chriſt. 
ES HEN I the ſacred tomb behold, 
Where my Redeemer lay ; 

I fee fulfill'd what prophets told, 
And death and hell defy. 


— 
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2 Our Jeſus, now high thron'd above, 
Reſign'd his vital breath 
But yet the empty grave does prove 
| His conqueſt over death. 


3 My riſen Saviour I behold, 

Once number'd with the dead; 
But now upon a throne of gold, 

My prophet, prieſt, and head. 


4 Since Chriſt has vanquiſh'd death and hell, 


As my Almighty head; 
He will not leave my fleſh to dwell 
For ever with the dead. 


5 Now in the duſt my mortal frame, 
I chearfully- can leave ; 

*Tis but a while it can remain 
A tenant of the grave. 


LXXVIIL. Old Age. 


ENEATH a load of cares and years, 
Lo! age begins to bend; 
The lamp of life but weakly flames, 
When drawing near its end. 


2 Now dim all round the proſpect ſhows 
To his ſhort-ſighted eye, 

While ev'ry former pleaſure fades 
And periſhes away. 

3 Wave after wave has beat ſo long, 
Juſt o'er his hoary head ; 

That in the furrows of the brow, 
His ſorrows you may read. 
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4 The dregs of being now he taſtes, 
And drags the load of life, 
Oſt calling for the griſly King, 
To end the redious (trite. 
5 Think, ye that ſtoop towards the tomb, 
This life draws near an end, 


Soon mult you bid this world adieu, 
Your courſe to others bend. 


LXXIX. Redemption thro! Chriſt. 


M* waſting days ſhall ſound thy praiſe, 
Thou dear redeeming Lord, 
Thy life for mine, thou didſt reſign, 

And me to health reſtor'd. 


2 The wrath of God, a weighty load! 
Was reſting on my head; 
But Jeſus gave himfelf to ſave, 
And /uffer'd in my ſtead. 
3 His blood was ſhed in finners ſtead, 
And ſpeaks them now forgiv'r ; 
Thro' Chriſt our head, we now can read 
Our title clear for heav'n. 


4 While here below, we'll daily ſhew, 
| Our love and praiſe to thee, 
Who talt by grace, procur'd our peace, 
And pardon on the tree, 


When we remove to heav'n above, 
And in full glory ſhine, 
There we'll adore, for evermore, 
That matchleſs love of thine. 


LXXX. Youths 
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LXXX. Touth. 


þ thoughtleſs tribes, whoſe glowing cheek, 
Youth paints with roſy hue ; 
Think how the ruſty hand of time 
Will wrinkle ſoon your brow. 
2 Now joy beats high in ev'ry pulſe, 
Health ſparkles in your eye, 
Each morn in queſt of new delight ; 
In ſanguine mood you fly. 


3 But mind that pleaſure's cup will ſour, 
And ſweeteſt joys grow ſtale ; 

Thy ear regardleſs ſoon will hear 
Life's antiquated tale. 


4 O! catch the golden youthful days, 
While ſtretching on the wing; 
Theſe, when deep furrows plow the cheek, 
Will richeſt cordials bring. 


s While youthful warmth inſpires the heart, 
To him its throne reſign, 

Who with theſe ſparkling beams of hope, 
Has made thy brow to ſhine, 


6 By impulſe of ſupernal grace, 
Still turn thy ſoul to God, 


For that magnetic virtue ſeek, 


Which points to his abode, 
LXXXI. Heaven. 


© * doubting fears, and flowing tears, 
For ever now be gone; 


We thro? the ſky aſcend on high, 
To our cternal home, 


2 By 
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2 By Chriſt our Lord to life reſtor'd, 
And everlaſting bliſs ; 

We now prepare his love to ſhare, 
Of endleſs happineſs. 


3 Jeſus our guide, ſhall {till abide, 
His bleſſings to impart ; 
His love and. peace, ſhall {till increaſe, 
In our believing heart. 4 


4 We now ſhall taſte that bleſſed feat, 

Ihe fruit of love divine; 

And daily ſtand at God's right hand, 
And in his preſence ſhine. 


With heart and voice let us rejoice, 
Our Advocate we ſee: 
His praiſe around, with trumpets ſound, 
10 all eternity. 


LXXXII. The Reſurrection of Cl rift. > 


| £ Beg Sun of Righteouſneſs appears, 

To ſet in blood no more: 

Adore the ſcatt'rer of your fears; 
Your riſing Sun adore ! 


2 The ſaints, when he reſign'd his breath, 
Unclos'd their fleeping eyes: 

He breaks again the bands of death, 
Again the dead ariſe. 


Alone the dreadful race he ran, 
Alone the wine-prels trode, 
He dy'd and ſuffer'd as a man, 
But riſes ag à God. 
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4 In vain the ſtone, the watch, the fea}, HY 
Forbid an early riſe ; 3 

To him who breaks the gates of hell, | 
And opens Parade. 


LXXXIII. Judgnent. 
* * JEHOVAH ſends a herald forth, 
His ſov'reign will to ſpread; 
Whoſe trumpet ſounds from ſouth to north, 
And wakes the ſlee ping dead, 


2 Attending ſeraphs thro” the ſky 
Proclaim th* approaching God; 
And vainly guilty ſinners fly, 
His fin-avenging rod. 


3 The flinty rock its aid denies, 
The ſinner's grief to ſhare; 
While the arch-angel's trumpet cries, _ 
“% To meet your God prepare.“ 
4 The riſing dead -Cproaching near, 
Deſert the empty tomb; 
In dread ſuſpence they wait to hear, 
Their laſt deciſive doom. 


When earth, and ſea, and ſun, and moon, 
Before thy preſence flee; 
When thou for judgment doit come down, 
O Lord, remember me! 


LXXXIV. The Reſurrection of Chriſt. 
HRIST from the dead is rais'd, and made 
The firſt fruits of the tomb 
For as by man came death, by man 
Did Reſurrection come. 


2 For 
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2 For as from Adam, all mankind 
Did guilt and death derive, 

So, by the righteouſneſs of Chriſt, 
Shall all be made alive, 


3 If then ye riſen are with Chriſt, 
Seek only how to get 

The things which are above, where Chriſt 
At God's right hand is ſet. 


LXXV. The Ccodneſi of Cod. 


* O praiſe the Lord, with ons accord, 


Let all our pow'rs agree: 
In rapture ſing, to God our King, 
Who form'd both earth and ſea. 


2 To God on high. who rules the {ky, 
And all the ſtarry frame; 

Let praiſes flow from all below, 
'To his Almighty name. 

3 He on his wings. ſalvation brings, 
To ev ry humble heart ; 

And life, and peace, with laving grace, 
He doth to them impart. 


4 Thou'lt daily grant, whate'er we want, 
| And nought that's good deny ; 
For none Mall be forgot by thee, 

that on thy grace rely. 


5 Thy goodneſs, Lord, is ſtill ador'd 
By ſaints in earth and heav'n; 
May we outſhine, in praiſe divine, 


Whole debt of ſin's forgiv'n. 


LXXXVI. The 


a OO —— — — 


1 
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6 thou long expected Jeſus! 


„ 
LXXXVI. The Incarnation of Chriſt. 


Born to ſet thy people free ; 
From our fears and fins releaſe us, 1 
Let us find our reſt in thee. | | 


2 Iſrael's ſtrength and conſolation, 


Hope of all the earth thou art; 
Dear defire of ev'ry nation, 

Joy of ev'ry longing heart. 
3 Born thy people to deliver, 

Born a child and yet a King, | 
Born to reign in us for ever, 1 

Now thy gracious kingdom bring. 


4 By thine own eternal Spirit, 

Rule in all our hearts alone ; 
By thine all-ſufficient merit, 

Raiſe us to thy glorious throne. 


LXXXVII. Humility and Contentment, 
„N riches never make thy boaſt, 
Nor glory in thy might; 
Nor yet in mortal honours truſt, 
That take a rapid flight. j 


2 The ruſty hand of time impairs 
The warlike ſtrength of man ; 

And they that move in higheſt ſpheres, 
Their days are but a ſpan. 

3 The riches, gold, and hoarded wealth, 
Acquir'd by fraud and ſtrife ; 

Can never once preſerve our health, 
Nor yet protract our life. 


4 The 
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4 The proud, aſpiring empty fool, 
How vai is all his truſt, 
When groaning in aſſlictien's ſchool, 
: Or blended with the duſt. - 


5 See how each object round our eyes 
Does giddy mortals ſhew, 

That laſting comforts ſeldom rife 
From happineſs below. 


LXXXVIII. Public Worſhip. 


ES Us, thou all redeeming Lord! 
Thy bleſſing we implore, 
Open the door to preach thy word, 
The great effectual door. 


2 Gather the outcaſts in, and ſave 
From ſin and Satan's pow'r! 

And let them now ſalvation have, 
And know their gracious hour. 


Lover of ſouls, thou know'ſt to prize 
What thou haſt bought ſo dear; 
Come now, and in thy people's eyes, 
With all thy wounds appear! 
4 Appear, as when of old confeſt 
The ſuff'ring Son of God; 
And let them ſee thee in thy veſt 
But newly dipt in blood. 


5 Thy feet were nail'd to yonder tree, 
To trample down their fin ; 

Thy hands they all ſtretch'd out may ſee, 
To take thy murd'rers in. 


And drink the living ſtreams of bliſs, 


| But faith to penitents declare, 


6 


6 Thy ſide an open fountain is, 
Where all may freely go, 


And waſh them white as ſnow, 


7 Ready thou art the blood t' apply 
And prove the record true; 


And all thy wounds to finners cry, 
„ ſuffer'd this for OU!“ 


LXXXIX. Fuſtification by Faith. 


*.*T'N fruitleſs toil the ſons of men, 
Their legal ſchemes devile : 
A Chriitleſs law will ſtill condemn, 
"Tis faith that juſtiſies. 


2 The law, upon the ſlighteſt fault, 
Condemns us to our face; 


Their Jelus* pard'ning grace. 
3 It Moſes' laws ſufficient were, 
Our fins to juſlity; 
For whom did jeſus live, and weep, 
And pray, and bleed, and die? 
4 Tis only faith in Jeſus? blood, 
Ihat can our guilt remove; 
But let this faith be always ſuch 
As works by tervent love. 


5 When faith and love together join, 
They tpeak our ſins torgiv'n 
Aſſiſted by theſe cords divine, 
Wo ſcale the walls of heav'n. 
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XC. Faith in Chriſt. 
OVERS of pleaſure more than God, 
For you he ſuffer'd pain: 


Swearers. for you he ſpilt his blood; 


And ſhall he bleed in vain ? 


2 Miſers. his life for you he paid, 


Your baſeſt crime he bore: 


Drunkards, your ſins on him were laid, 


That you might ſin no more. 


3 The God of love to earth he came, 
That you might come to heav'n; 
Believe, believe in Jeſus' name, 
And all your ſin's forgiv'n! 


4 Believe in him that dy'd for thee 
And ſure as he hath dy'd, 

Thy debt is paid, thy ſoul is free, 
And thou art juſtify'd. 


XCI. Preſervation thro* Chriſt. 


„WILL not fear, while Chriſt is near, 
The pow'rs of death and hell; 
Thro' him 1 ſhall ſubdue them all, 
Their mighty force * 


2 I've always found his pow'r around. 
My ſoul on ev'ry ſide, 

In doubts and fears, he {till appears 
My ſure and conſtant 615 


3 His mighty pow'r. does ev'ry hour 
Suſtain my feeble mind ; 

In boundleſs love, I daily prove 
Him merciful and kind, 


4 His 


. 


4 His endleſs praiſe, my ſoul ſhall raiſe 
While in this houſe of clay ; 

And when 1 ſtand at his right hand 
Where fin 1s done away : 


5 Then ſhall I join with ſaints divine, 
His glory to adore, 

And ever ſee the One in three, 

p When time ſhall be no more. 


XCII. Hell. 


ERRIBLE thought! ſhall J alone, 
Who may be lav'd, thall I 
Of all, alas! whom 1 have known, 
Thro? fin for ev& die? 
2 While all my old companions dear, 
With whom once did hve, 
) Joyful at God's right hand appear, 
A bleſling to receive? 
3 Shall I, amidſt a ghaſtly band, 
Dragg'd to the judgment-ſeat, 
Far on the leit with horror ſtand, 
My teartul doom to mect ? 
4 While they enjoy his heav'nly love, 
Muſt I in torment dwell ? | = 
F And howl, (while they ung hymns above}. i 


And blow the flames of Hell. 


5 Ah, no! 1 ilill may turn and live; 
For {till his wrath delays ; 

He now vouchſafes a kind reprieve, 
And ofters me his grace, 


5 F 2 6 1 wit 
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6 I will accept his offers now, 
From ev'ry fin depart ; 

Perform my oft repeated vow, 
And render him my heart. 


7 I will improve what I receive, 
The grace thro? Jeſus giv'n 
Sure, if with God on earth | live, 
To live with God in heav'n. 


XCIII. Death. 


» DEATH! unnumber'd are thy lain, 
Reliſtlels is thy pow'r, 
Witneſs ye thouſands that lie dead, 
Or gaſping ev'ry hour. 
2 Thy wide extended empire goes 
As far as life is ſpread ; 
And in thy chambers high and low, 
Muſt make their final bed, 


3 O cruel unrelenting Death! 
Can none evade thy blow? 
Muſt all reſign their vital breath 

To thee their lateſt.foe ? 


4 While muſing o'er this fatal ſcene, 
My foul with horror cries, 


O Jeſus! ſave me from the death, 
That never, never dies.“ 


5 When death my life approaches nigh, 
And does his warrant bring; 

My chiefeſt wiſh, is that he come 
Diſarmed of his ſting. 


X CIV. The 
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XCIV. The Power and Holineſs Ged. 
OLY as thee, O Lord, is none! 
Thy holineſs is all thine own 
A drop of that unbounded ſea 
Is our's, a drop deriv'd from thee. 


2 And when thy purity we ſhare, 
Thy only glory we declare, 

And humbled into nothing own, 
Holy and pure is God alone. 


3 Sole ſelf-exiſting God and Lord, 
By all thy heav'nly hoſts ador'd, 
Let all on earth bow down to thee, 
And own thy peerleſs Majeſty : 


4 That pow'r unparallePd copfeſs, 

Eſtabliſh'd on the-rock of peace ; 

The rock that never ſhall remove, 

, The rock of pure Almighty love. 

XCV. t is fiſhed.” John xix. 30. 
HE fiery conteſt now is o'er, 

i The law receives its due; 

| If juftice yet can aſk for more, 

| My ſuff' rings I'll renew. 

2 E'er 1 diſmiſs my ſoul and breath, 

Let hell and wrath declare, 


| If ought remains for me on earth, 
$ Of puniſhment to ſhare, 


3 Beneath the ſtroke of wrath and fin, . 
I now for ſuners go 

But if de fective, yet begin 
And double ev'ry blow. 


E 4, 4. I will 


- 
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4 I will not yield my dying breath, 
Nor have my ſuit deny'd ; 


Nor enter thro” the gates of death, 
Till man is juſtify'd. 


5 © ”Iis done,” I know the ranſom's paid, 


Father to thee I fly ? 
I now with pleaſure 4, my head, 
Diſmiſs my foul, and die. 1 9 


XCVI. Creation and Providence. 


TERNAL Wiſdom, thee we praiſe, 
Thee, the creation ſings : 
With thy loud name, rocks, hills, and ſeas, . 
And heav'n's high palace rings. 
2 Thy hand how wide it ſpreads the [ky 3 : 
How glorious to behold ! 
Ting'd with a blue of heav'nly dye, 
And ſtarr'd with ſparkling gold, ö 
3 There thou haſt bid the globes of light 
Their endleſs circles run: 
There the pale planet rules the night: 
The day obeys the ſun. 


4 If down 1 turn my wand'ring eyes, 
On clouds and itorms below : | 
Thoſe under regions of the ſkies 
Thy num'rous glories ſhew. t: 


5 The noiſy winds ſtand ready there 
Thy wonders to obey : 

With ſounding wings they ſweep the air, 
'To make thy. chariot way, 


6 There 


g WW, 


6 There like a trumpet, loud and ſtrong, 
Ih thunder thekes our coaſt ; 
While the red liaht ings wave along 
The banners of thy boſt. 
4 7 On the thin air without a prop, 


Hang fruitful ſhow'rs around: 
At thy command they ſink and drop, . 


e Their fatneſs on the ground. 
8 Lo! here thy wond'rous {kill arrays 
The earth in cheerful] green! 
A thouſand herbs thy art diſplays, 
A thouſand flow'rs between, | 
9 There, the rough mountains of the deep 
Obey thy itrong command: 
'Thy breath can raiſe the billows ſteep, 
Or ſink them to the ſand. 
10 Thy glories blaze all nature round, 
And firike the wond'ring fight, 
Thro' ſkies, and ſcas, and solid ground, 
With terror and delight. 
11 Infinite ſtrength and equal fill, 
Shine thro” thy works abtoad, 
- Our ſouls with vaſt amazement fill f 
N And ſpeak the builder God. 


12 But the mid glories of thy grace 
Our ſofter paſſions move: 
Pity divine in Jeſus? face, 
We lee, adore, and love. 


RX CYH. Pres 


195 
XCVII. Preſervation thro? Chriſt. 
3 ev'ry hour, O God! thy pow'r 
| And providence | ſee ; 


While mortal death, in ev'ry breath, 
Is warded off by thee. 


a I've all my days, beheld my ways 
Suſtain'd by ſov'reign grace, 

My faithful guide, on ev'ry fide, 

In ev'ry time and place. 

3 Tho' dangers fly, PII ſtill defy 
Their pow'r, and rapid ride 

Yea, fin and hell I'll both repel, 
With 7e/us by my fide. 

4 Lis grace alone has ever done 
Such mighty works tor me ; 


For all my ſtrength proves vain at length, 
Unaided, Lord, by thee. 


5 I'll ſtill difdain all earthly gain, 
And pomp of human pride ; 

And nothing know on earth below, 
But Jeſus crucify'd. 


XCVIII. The Life Chriſt. 
HILE our Redeemer here abode, 
With fleſh and blood below; 
His unabated ſtudy was, 
To leflen human woe. 


2 T*avert afffiction's falling ſtroke, 
Or mitigate diſtreſs, 

He always fcatter'd where he went, 
The ſceds of bappinels. 


+ * 
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3 Whoever 
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3 Whoever did for aid apply, 
Depreſt with grief or tear ; 
To them in mercy Jeſus lent 
A ſympathetic ear. 


4 To numbers that could not diſcern | ; 
The noon-day from the night, 
His ſtill ſucceſstul healing hand 
Reſtor'd the pow'r of ſight. 
5 The tongues to ſilence long innur'd, 
Enabled were to talk: 
The halt and lame he allo cur'd, 
That both with eaſe might walk. 


6 The ſick and deaf, the wither'd limbs, 
Are heal'd at his command, 
Diſlodged demons, frighted, dread 
The vengeance of his band, 


XCIX. The Attributes of God. 


GOD, thou bottomleſs abyls ! 
Thee to perfection who can know? 
O height immenſe ! what words lufice 
Thy countleſs attributes to thew ! „ 
2 Untathomable depths thou art! 


O plunge me in thy mercy s {ea 
Void of true wiſdom is my heart, 


Wich love embrace and cover me! 
3 While thee, ail infinite U ſet { 
By taich, betore my ravich'd eye; \ 
My weakncis beads bencath the weight, 
VUerpuwrdl tink, I fait, I die. 
4 Eternity 
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4 Eternity thy fountain was, 

Which, like thee, no beginning knew; 
Thou waſt, ere time began his race, 

Ere glow'd with ſtars th* ethereal blue, 


5 Greatneſs unſpeakable is thine, 
Greatneſs, whoſe undiminiſh'd ray, 
When ſhort-liv'd worlds are loſt, ſhall ſhine 


When earth and heav'n are fted away. 


6 Unchangeable, all perfect Lord, 
Eſſential life's unbounded ſea; 

What lives and moves, lives by thy word, 
It lives, and moves, and is from thee, 


7 Thy parent-hand, thy forming ſkill, 
Firm fix'd this untverſal chain, 
Elſe barren. empty, darkneſs till 
Had held his unmoleſted reign : 


8 Whate'er in earth, or ſea, or ſky, 

Or ſhuns or meets the wand'ring thought, 
Eſcapes or ſtrikes the ſearching eye, 

By thee was to perfection brought. 


9 High is thy pow'r above all height, 
Whate'er thy will decrees is done; 
Thy wiſdom, equal to thy might, 
Only to thee, O God is known ! 


10 Heav'n's glory is thy awful throne, 
Tuet earth partakes thy gracious ſway : 
Vain man! thy wiſdom folly own, 


Loſt in thy reaſon's fceble ray : 
11 What 
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11 What our dim eye could never ſee, 'F 
Is plain and naked to thy fight, | 


What thickeſt darkneſs veils, to thee - | | 
Shines clearly as the morning-light : 


12 In light thou dwell'ſt; ligbt, that no ſhade, 
No variation ever knew ; 
And heav'n and hell ſtand all diſplay'd, 


And open to thy piercing view. 
C. A Soliloguy, 
* FEEL the healthy ſprings of life, 
My youthful mind inſpire; 


And ſoftly whiſper in my ear, 
Fulfil thy heart's deſire.“ 


2 But unbrib'd conſcience ſtill declares; 
„ Uncertain is thy breath, 

Ere long thy health, thy ſtrength, thy youth, 
Muſt all reſign to death.“ : 


3 Can I my life or ſoul retain 
Within this houſe of clay, 
When death in all his terror comes, 
To inatch them both away. 


4 Ab, no! my ling*ring ſoul one day, 
Shall with reluctance leave 

This tenement of duſt—whilſt it + 
Shall moulder in the grave. 


5 What madneſs then for me to run, 
The mortal race of ſin, 

For which when temp'ral death is o'er, 
Eternal muſt begin ! 


+4 The Body. 


Cl. Death. 


1 
Cl. Death. 


„% % P \REAT God, at whoſe ſupreme command, 


My beating pulſe began; 
Unaided by thy mighty hand, 
- How weak is mortal man ? 


2 How ſwiftly runs the ebbing ſand, 
From life's uncertain. glaſs, 
And ſtill impairs on ev'ry hand, 
As rolling years increale. 


3 Dangers unknown in ambuſh lie, 
Where'er | ſtand or go; 

And pain or ſickneſs ev'ry day 
Attend my life below. 


4 My ſoul and body, life and breath, 
By one unerring dart, 

Shot from the iron hands of death, 
Muit ſoon aſunder part. 


5 | know. I feel, I'm born to die, 
| I view th' approaching hour, 
When I muit ſuddenly comply 
With death's deſtructive pow'r. 


6 In diſtant worlds for me remains, 
What I cannot explore, 
Eternal joy, or endleſs pains, 
When time fhali be no more. 
CII. Public Worſhip. 
_— Son of Gud, whole flaming eyes 
Our inmolt thoughts perceive, 
Accept he evening facrifice, 
Which now tv tute we give. 


2 Is 
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2 Is here a foul that knows thee net, 
Nor feels his want of thee ? 

A ſtranger to the blood that bought 
His pardon on the tree, 

3 Convince him now of unbelief, 
His deſp'rate ſtate explain: 

And fill his heart with ſacred grief 
And penitential pain, | 


4 Speak with that voice that wakes the dead, 


And bid the fleeper riſe, 
And bid his guilty conſcience dread, 
The death that never dies. 


5 Extort the cry, what muſt be done 
To ſave a wretch like me? 

How ſhall a trembling ſinner thun 
That endleſs miſery ? 

6 I muſt for faith inceſſant cry, 

And wreſtle, Lord, with thee: 

I muſt be born again, or die 

To all eternity. 


CIII. © O that they were Wiſe,” &c. Deut. xxii. 29, 


PR ! HOW ought mortal man to live, 
For God in all his ways, 
While God beſtows a kind reprieve, 
To lengthen out his days? 


2 His conſtant wiſh, his daily care, 
While in this vail of tears, 


Should be to watch, and (till prepare 


Before that death appears, 
G 3 Yet 


— 
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3 Yet vain unthinking mortals here, 
Conclude that all is well; 


And nothing dread ngr nothing fear, 
While dropping Into hell. 


4 But Ol if man would reaſon juſt 
(Of all beneath the ſkies) 


On what can he repoſe his truſt 


Wherein ſalvation lies ? 


5 Thy word, O God! and it alone, 
Can happineſs ſecure ; 
When heav'n and carth are fled and gone, 
This pleaſure will endure. 


CIV. The Attributes of God. 


AlL, Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
; One God in perſons three; 


Of thee we make our joyful boalt, 


Our ſongs we make of thee. 


2 Thou neither canſt be felt nor ſeen, 
Thou art a Spirit pure; 

Thou from eternity haſt been, 
And always ſhalt endure. 


Preſent alike in ev'ry place, 
Thy God-head we adore ; 
Beyond the bounds of time and ſpace 
Thou dwell'ſt for evermore, 


4 In wi/dom infinite thou art, 
Thine eye doth all things ſee, 

And ev'ry thought of ev'ry heart 
Is fully known to thee. | 


5 Whatc'er 
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Whate'er thou wilt on earth below, 
Thou deſt in heav'n above: 
But chiefly we rejoice to know 
Th' Almighty God of love. 


6 Thou u whate'er thy hands have made, 
Thy goodneſs we rehearle, 

In ſhining characters diſplay'd 
Throughout our univerſe, 


CV. The Sufferings of Chriſt. 


ESUS in our behalf has died: bi 
Behold ſuch boundleſs love! | 
Which, tho' with pain and anguiſh tried, 
No torment could remove. 


2 O'erwhelming ſorrows as a flood, 
Into his foul were pour'd ; | 
Yet firm his reſolution ſtood, 
And all the wrath endur'd. 


3 Who can deſcribe the ardent love 
With which he took the cup! 
What tongue can tell the pains of hell 

He felt to drink it up! 


4 Behold th' amazing height of love! 
He prays and intercedes, 

For thoſe who did his wurd'rers prove 
His laſt petition pleads. 


5 Poth men and devils? cruel rage, 
He patiently ſuſtain'd ; 
And, when he trod the bl body ſtage, 
Ile never once complain'd. 
G 2 6 When 
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6 When death at laſt did him releaſe ; 
The cords of lite unty'd, 


And bow'd his head, and died. 


CVI. The Eternity of God. 


HOU didſt, O mighty God, exiſt 
| | | Fre time began its race, 
Sis Before the ample elements 
Fill'd up the voids of ſpace. 
2 Before the-pond'rous earthly globe 
On fluid air was ſtay'd : 
Before the oceans mighty ſprings 
* Their liquid ſtores diſplay d: 
3 Eresthro' the gloom of ancient night 
The ſtreaks of light appear'd : 
Before the high celeſtial arch, 
Or ſtarry poles were rear'd : 


4 Betore the loud melodious ſpheres 
Their tuneful round begun: 
Before the ſhining roads of heav'n 
Were meaſur'd by the ſun: 


5 Ere men ador'd, or angels knew, 
Or prais'd thy wond'rous name: 

Thy bliſs (O! ſacred ſpring of life) 
And glory were the ſame, 

6 And when the pillars of the world 
With ſudden ruin break, 

And all the vaſt and goodly frame 
SINKS in the mighty wreck : 


« *Tis finiſh'd,” cries the Prince of Peace, 


7 For 


1 
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7 For ever permanent and fix'd, 
From agitation free, 

Unchang'd in everlaſting years 
Shall thy exiſtence be. 


CVII. Death and Eternity. 


* N awful thought I call to mind 


2 My laſt, my dying breath, 


Where ſhall my foul a ſhelter find, 
Diſlodg'd at laſt by death? 


2 When anxious to retain her place, 
With death diſputes the ground, 

Shall ſhe be baniſh'd from thy face, 
Or with the bleſt be found? 


3 Celeſtial joys, or helliſh pains, 
Reward my ſteps below; 

There's no alternative remains, 
But happineſs or woe. 

4 Alarm'd by this, my ſpirit ſtands 
Convuls'd with griet and fear; 

While I behold my ebbing-ſands, 
And death approaching near. 


5 While death ſuſpends the fatal dart, 


And | thy grace enjoy; 
How I may chooſe the better part, 
Let all my thougats employ. 


CVIII. Judgment. 
E virgin ſouls ariſe, 
With all the dead awake! 


Unto falvation wile, 
Oil in your veſſels take: 
8 3 


Upſtarting 
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Upſtarting at the midnight cry, 
Behold the heav'nly bridegroom nigh. 


2 He comes, he comes to call 
The nations to his bar, 
And raite to glory all 
Who meet for glory are; 
Made ready tor your fol reward, 
Go forth with joy to meet your Lord. 


3 Go meet him in the ſky, 
Your everlaſting friend ; 
Your Head to glorify, 
With all the ſaints aſcend: 
Ye pure in heart obtain the grace 
To ſee without a veil his face. 


4 Ye that have here receiv'd 
The unction from above 
And in his Spirit liv'd, 
Obedient to his love; 
Jefus ſhall claim you for his bride : 
Rejoice with all the ſanctify'd! 


The everlaſting doors, 
_ Shall ſoon the ſaints receive, 
Above yon angel-pow'rs 
In glorious joy to hve ; 
Far from a world of grief and fin, 
With God eternally ſhut in. 


6 Then let us wait to hear 
The trumpet's welcome ſound; 
To ſee our Lord appear, 
Watching let us be found; 


3 


When 
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When Jeſus doth the heav'ns bow, — 
Be found—as, Lord, thou find'ſt us now!“ 


CIX. AMiction. 
N Y ſoul, ſhake off thy gloomy . 
With | joy lift up thy voice; 
*Tis Chriſt ee that wipes thy tears, 
And makes thee to rejoice. 


2 No more thy truſt nor courage yield 
When Satan's darts appear; 

Jeſus is thine Almighty ſhield, „ 
What then haſt thou to fear? | 


3 Tho? clouds of darkneſs veil my mind, 
Yet theſe perplex in vain; 

For Jeſus” love I daily find, 
Revives my joys again. 


4 My God's reviving grace can cheer, 
With light the gloomy cell, 

And heav'n itſelf, if he's not there, 
Would ſoon be turn'd to hell. 


5 *Tis but a few revolving years, 
When all our ſorrows ceaſe, 
When God ſhall dry up all our tears, 
In everlaſting peace. 


CX. The Gofpel Trumpet. 
H how the goſpel trumpets found ! 
L Thro' all the earth they echo NE; 

For Jeſus, by redeeming blood, 

Is bringing ſinners back to God, 

And guides them ſafely by his word, 

To endleſs day. 
2 Fail, 
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2 Hail, all victorious conqu'ring Lord! 
Be thou by all thy works ador'd, 
Who undertook for ſinful man, 
And brought ſalvation thro' thy name, 
That we with thee might ever reign, 
In endleſs day. 
3 Fight on ye conqu'ring ſouls, fight on; 
And when the conqueſt ye have won, 
Then palms of vict'ry you ſhall bear, 
And in his kingdom have a ſhare, 


Where crowns of glory ye ſhall wear; 
To endleſs day. 


4 There we ſhall in ſweet chorus join; 
Where ſaints and angels all combine 
To ſing of his redeeming love, 
When rolling years ſhall ceaſe to move, 
And this thall be our theme above, 
In endleſs day. 


CXI. The Crucifixion of Chriſt, 
* * 2 faith erect before your eyes 
Your Saviour, on the tree; 
Pehold him as a ſacriſice, | 
To fet his people tree. 


2 Behold th' eternal Son of God 


Expos'd to open view, 
Beneath affliction's cruel rod, 
By yon abandon'd crew. 


3 Reproach and ſhame he mildly bore, 


I'zom earth and hell combin'd : 
How was his ſpotleſs Spirit tore 
With griefs of ev'ry kind? 
4 What 
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4 What an amazing ſight is this, 
Which on the croſs we ſee? 

Shall Chriſt who never did amils, 
To death devoted be? 


5 Behold and ſee the Saviour's grace: 
He voluntarly flies 

From heav'n above—aſlumes our place, 

And for our fins he dies. 


6 No human ranſom could releaſe 

Our ſouls from Satan's pow'r ; 
But Jeſus did make up our peace, 
In that important hour. 


CXII. 4 Prayer for the Church, 


1 may thy true members ſhine 
liluſtrious as the ſun; 

And bright, with borrow'd rays divine, 
Their glorious circuit run. 

2 Beyond the reach of mortals ſpread 
Their light where'er they go; 
And heav'nly influences ſhed 

O'er all the world below. 


3 As the great Sun of righteouſneſs, 
Their healing wings di{play, 

And let their luſtre {till increale, 
Unto tre perfect day. 

4 And when their uſetul courſe is run 
Enjoy the kingdom giv'n; 

Bright as the uncreated ſun 

In the eternal heav'n, 


CXIII. For 
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CXIII. For Exiles. 


*.* A N cuicalt from my native clime, 
ExpelÞd from friend and foe, 
In this romantic wid confin'd 
My fate to undergo. 


2 The former bleſſings I enjoy'd, 
While on my native ſhore, 
With which I frequently was cloy'd, 

I now can taſte no more. 


3 The table whereupon was laid 
The coſtly piles of meat, 
Tho” then delpis'd—1I'd now be glad 


Its meaneſt crumbs: to eat. 


4 My oid companions in the time 
Of mirth and liberty, 

Now that my wealth and pow'r decline, 
Have quite. abandon'd me. 


5 With poignant grief I call to mind 
My tolly and excels ; 

For which I ſeek, but cannot find 
The ſmalleſt happineſs. 


6 Deferted here by ev'ry art, 
That leſſens human woe; 
Compunction from my bleeding heart 
Continually does flow. 


- To whom in this dejected hour, 
For fuccour can I flec? 
But unto God, who by his pow'r, 


Alone can ſtrengthen me. 
| CXIV. Morning. 
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CXIV. Morning. 
N thee each morning, O my God! 
My waking thoughts attend, 
On whom are founded all my hopes, 
And all my wiſhes end. 


2 My ſoul, in pleaſing wonder loſt, 


His boundleſs love ſurveys ; 
And fir'd with grateful zeal, prepares 
Her ſacrifice of praiſe. 


3 He leads me chro' the maze of ſleep, 
He brings me ſafe to light; 


And with the ſame paternal care 


Conducts my ſteps till night. 


4 When ev'ning flumbers preſs my eyes, 


With his protection bleſt ; 


| In peace and ſafety I commit 


My weary limbs to reſt. . 
5 My ſpirit in his hands ſecure, 


3 Fears no approaching il; 


: 
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For whether waking or afleep, 


The Lord is with me ſtill. 


6 I'll daily to th' aſtoniſh'd world, 


3 His wond rous acts proclaim ; - 
While all with me ſhall praiſes ſing, 
| With me ſhall blels his name. 


CXV. Aiction. 
GOD! in mercy hear my pray'r, 
i Regard a ſinner's cry.; 
In this the hour of my di/treſs, 

ö In pity, Lord, draw nigh, 


1 
4 
4 
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2 From thoſe that flatter'd ſtill my hopes, 
I did exped᷑ relief; 
But ſtill their blaſted ſchemes did tend 


b | To aggravate my grief. 


3 I now with ſhame confeſs my guilt, 
Before thy preſence, Lord, 

That I could never once till now 
Believe thy faithful word. 


| 4 Begone ye vain delufive dreams, 4 
| Your counſel I repent ; 

1 *Tis only Jeſus that can hear, 
6 And anſwer my complaint. 

| | CXVI. The Immenſity of God. 


">" dwell'ſt, O God, in radiant flame, 
Beyond our higheſt reach, 
Thy nature and thy mighty name, 

Our minds and ſpirits teach. \ 
2 The earth and ſeas divided were, 
N By thine Almighty hand; 

1 And winds and ſtorms their wrath prepare, 
At thy divine command. 


oi 
pl | 3 The pond'rous earth, the rollmg ons 
Submit to thy decree ; ; 
| A moment's time, a thouſand years, 
Are bcth alike to thee. 


4 Thy pov'r no agitation knows, } 
'Thy wiſdom {till the ſame, 

Thy loving kindneſs always flows, 
In a perpetual ſtream. 
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5 Before thee earth and hell ſubmit 
As ſubjeQ to thy call, 

And devils, vanquiſh'd at thy feet, 
Confeſs thee all in all. 


CXVII. The Chriſtian's Conſolation. 
9 H RICE happy are the ſouls that mourn, 
And weep with godly fear; 
Their Comforter {hall ſoon return 
And dry up ev'ry tear. 


2 The Father's dear and only Son, 
A ſacrifice was made, 


That he might for our guilt atone, 


By ſutt*ring in our ſtead. 


3 Shielded by Chriſt's Almighty arm 
We Satan's rage endure, 

And free from his deſtructive harm 
We reſt ourſelves ſecure. 


4 Ere long we ſhall approach the end 
Ot lite's uncertain race, 

Where we our endleſs years ſhall ſpend 
In everlaſting peace. 


5 There love and pleaſure ever fill 
The foul with laſting joy; 
There ſin nor Satan never wlll 
Its happinels annoy. 


CX VIII. The Acceptable Sacrifice. 


WI. ERE WITH ſhall J approach the Lord, 
And bow before his throne ? 


Or how procure his kind regard, 
And for my guilt atone ? 


2 Shall 


* 
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2 Shall thouſand rams in flames expire, 
Will theſe his favours buy ? 
Or oll that ſhould, for holy fire, 


Ten thouſand ſtreams ſupply. 


3 With trembling hands and bleeding heart, 
Should I my offspring ſlay : 
Should this atone for ill-deſert, 
And purge my guilt away ? 
4 Oh! no my ſoul, 'twere fruitleſs all, 
Such victims bleed in vain ; 
No fatlings from the field nor ſtall 
Such favours can obtain. 


5 To men their rights I muſt allow, 

And proots of kindneſs give; 

To God with humble rev'rence bow, 
And to his glory live. 


6 Hands that are clean, and hearts ſincere, 
He never will deſpiſe : 

And chearful duty he'll prefer 
To coſtly ſacrifice. 


CXIX, | Faith. 


Ws ag of joys to us unknown, 
By faith we ſtruggle here beneath; 
Till we obtain th' eternal crown, 

The end of perſevering faith. 


2 By faith we view the heav'nly prize, 
And bring celeſtial pleaſures near : 

Our faith the want of ſight ſupplies, 
And does our drooping ſpirits chear. 

3 Our 


/ 
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3 Our faith ſuperior to our ſenſe, 
Diſplays as in our naked ſight, 


And is the brighteſt evidence 
Of things unſeen by human light. 


4 Thro' ev'ry deſart here below, 
By faith and hope we urge our way; 
Where winds and tempeſts hourly blow, 
*Till darkneſs brings an endleſs day, 


5 But faith will ſoon be loſt in fight, 
When here no more on earth confin'd ; 
When once the ſoul has wing'd its flight, 
And left this houſe of thy behind. 


CXX. Morning or Evening. 


OSANNA, with a chearful ſound, 
To God's upholding hand ; 
Ten thouſand ſnares attend us round, 
And yet ſecure we ſtand. 


2 That was a moſt amazing pow'r 
That rais'd us by a word, 

And ev'ry day, and every hour, 
We lean upon the Lord. 


3 The ev'ning reſts our weary head, 
And angels guard the room; 

We wake, and we admir: the bed 
That was not made our tomb. 


4 The riſing morning can't enſure 
That we ſhall end the day; 

For death ſtands ready at the door 
To take our lives away. 
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5 Our breath is forfeited by ſin, 
| To God's avenging law; 
We own thy grace, immortal King, 
In ev'ry gaſp we draw. 


6 God is our ſun, whoſe daily light 
Our joy and ſafety brings; 

Our feeble Leh lies ſafe at night 
Beneath his ſhady wings. 


CXXI. The Interce/fon of Chrif, 


ly" our great Redeemer's gone 

To plead for us his dying blood ; 

He now appears before the throne, 
Our daily Advocate with God. 


2 Whene'er our faint petitions riſe 
Before our heav'nly Father's eye; 
If Chriſt appears our ſacrifice, 
Juſtice ſoon lays its veng'ance by. 


3 Our pray'rs, our praiſe, and all our wants, 
To God, our Saviour ſtill preſents, 
And he the bleſling daily grants, 
Which our returning want prevents. 


4 Ye trembling ſaints, lift up your voice; 
| Ye ſinners, now petitions bring; 
Ye righteous in the Lord rejoice, 

Jeſus your Advocate is King. 


5 Not all the arts that Stan tries, 
Can ever faithful ſaints condemn, 
For Jeſus ſpreads his wounds and cries, 


I ſufter'd 7he/e to ranſom them. 
| CXXII. Hell's 
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CXXII. Hells Torments. 
N the dark regions of the deep, 
Where devils rage, reſerv'd in chains, 
Deſpairing ſinners howl and weep, | 
Blaſpheming God amidſt their pains. 


2 While wounded conſcience will upbraid;. 
And rend each guilty wretched breaſt, 
Deſerved veng'ance is diſplay'd, 
Nor gives the ſoul a moment's reſt : 


3 Their gnawing worm ſhall never die,. 
But gnaw them in eternal flames; 

For wrath divine ſtands dreadful by, 
And rights of juſtice ſtrictly claims, 


4 The lake with brimſtone ever burns, 
And endleſs clouds of ſmoke aſcend ; 
While Diety incens'd returns 
Their deeds in torments without end.. 


5 Ye ſinners, liſten and beware; 
Flee from the fiery. wrath to come; 
Bow to the Saviour, and prepare | 
To 'ſcape this endleſs fearful doom. ot. 
CX XII. The Divinity and Humanity of Chriſt. 
„ DREFORE the ſtarry frame was rear'd, 
Eternal was the word; 


Before the ſun and moon appear'd, 
As God he was ador'd. 


2 Before revolving years began 
Their annual courſe to run ; 

Before that light began to dawn, 
Or yet the darkneſs ſhun, 
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3 Ere ſin commenc'd, or Adam fell, 
Or devils waged war; 
T Jeſus in glory did excel, 
| The bright and morning ſtar. 
I 4 Yet ſuch was his unbounded love 
| For Adam's fallen race ; 
That, lo! he leaves his throne above 
To ſuffer in their place. 


5 Gainſt man incenſed juſtice ſtorms, 

9 And aims the fatal blow; 

| But Chriſt, to ſave us dying worms, 
The /troke did undergo, 


| d 6 What Jeſus ſuffer'd in our room, 
1 He ſuffer'd as a man; 

1 Did angel's nature not aſſume, 

F But that of Abraham. 


CXXIV. Satan's Temptations. 
| Bra my ſoul, of Satan's train; 


| He takes his circuit round, 

1 Content at-firſt if he can gain, 

1 Tho? bur an inch of ground. 

| 2 He is thine enemy avow'd, 

| His aim is to devour ; . 

| A duty left, a fin allow'd, 

- 1s his ſucceſsful hour. h : 
_ 2 [7808 3 The place thy follies to him give, ” 

Will pain and ſorrow coſt ; 
| | "Tho? grace from Chriſt thou doſt receive, 
| To balance what is loſt, 
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4 Then, O my ſoul! thy ground maintain; 
Courageouſly reſiſt ; 

If ſtedfaſt thou thy faith retain, 
The tempter will deſiſt. 


5 For Satan flees the Chriſtian ſhield ; 
Nor can his ſword endure ; 

They who ſtand faſt, and never yield, 
Their conqueſt is ſecure. 


CXXV. Scriptures. | 
* * *FT HE /acred pages of thy word 
by T O God, how bright they ſhine! 
Thy een conſtantly afford 
nerring light divine. 

2 Thy word diffuſes light abroad, 

In ev'ry humble mind; 
Direction to thy bleſt abode, 

In it we ſafely find. 


3 When we thy /aw and go/pel chuſe, 
Our only guides to be: 

The more their precepts we peruſe, 
'The more we know of thee. 

4 Cauſe me to love thy holy law, 
Make it my chief delight; 

That from its pages I may draw, 
A ſoul-reviving light. 


5 *Tis in the annals of thy book, 


That ſure ſalvation lies ; 


is thro! its promiſes we look 


For life that never dies. 


CXXVI. Sorrows 
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CXIXVI. Sorrows ariſing from Chriſt's Sufferings. 
LAS! and did my Saviour bleed ? 
And did my Sov'reign die? 
Would he devote that ſacred head, 
For ſuch a worm as I? 


2 Thy body lain, ſweet Jeſus, thine, 
And bath'd in its own blood; 

While all expos'd to wrath divine, 
The glorious ſuff*rer ſtood. 


3 Was it for crimes that I had done, 
He groan'd upon the tree ? 
Amazing pity ! grace unknown! 
And love beyond degree 
4 Well might the ſun in darkneſs hide, 
And ſhut his glories in, 
When God the mighty Maker dy'd, 
For man the creature's fin, 
5 Thus might I hide my bluſhing face, 
While his deer croſs appears ; 
Diſſolve my heart in thankfulneſs, 
And melt my eyes to tears. 


CXXVII. Sickneſs. 


* * A MIDST my death deſerving fins, 
# A O Lord! remember me; ; 


Afflictive trouble now begins 
To urge my flight to thee. 

2 Let not thy wrath againſt me ſtorm, 
For (O Almighty God !) 

How can a weak and mortal worm. 


| Subſift beneath thy rod? : 
3 Increafing 
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3 Increafing „ic lneſe, pain and fear, 
Conſpire to baniſh reſt; 

While from my eyes the flowing tear 
Are by my ſorrows preſt. 

4 Thy pity, Lord, I now implore, 

ö Aſſuage my flowing grief; 

And let it not be long before 

1 Thy mercy grant relief. | 

5 Hear, Jeſus, for thy mercy's ſake, 
My weak enfeebled cry ; | wy 

| When fainting duſt and aſhes ſpeak, \ 
Thy healing balm apply. . 

6 Recruit my ſtrength, and quickly eaſe 'M 
The ſorrows that 1 feel ; 

Thou only canſt in this diſeaſe, 
My waſted body heal. 


CXX VIII. A Sinner's Prayer. 
133 ATH thy highly injur'd throne, 


| Permit a wretch to lie: 
O! may the gracious heav'ns drink up, 
My penitential cry. 


2 Lord, break that dread entail of woe, 
Paſt in thy court above; 

| To pardon, is the higheſt act 

j Done by the God of love. 


3 To wreak juſt veng'ance on the head, 
Is but thy ſtrange employ z 
Nor unregretting can thine arm, 


Thy own hand-work deſtroy. 
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4 *'Twould 
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4 Twould counteract thy ſcheme of love, 
To mar my guilty frame, 

Was't not to taſte the cup of bleſs, 
That heaven rear'd the ſame. 


s Thy threats the flagrant rebel chace, 
*Till on his knees he yield ; 
But ſure, thy royal word protects 
Him that gives up the field, 


CXXIX. Heaven. 


* 8 HOUSE remains not made with hands, 
Reſerv'd above the ſky ; 
Where Jeſus, my Redeemer, ſtands, 
My Advocate on high. 


2 *Tis in this thrice delightful place, 
We reſt from grief and fin ; 

And from the ſtreams of endleſs grace, 
Drink laſting pleaſures in. 


3 Till that important moment come, 
By faith we truſt his word ; 
Believing that our preſent home, 
Is diſtant from the Lord. 


4 By faith we view th* approaching hour, 
| When pris'ners ſuch as we; 
On wings of love ſhall gladly tow'r, 
Our Father's houſe to ſee. 


5 The heav'nly portals open'd wide, 
Shall then receive our ſoul ; 

To fit by our Redeemer's fide, 
While endleſs ages roll, 
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CXXRX, Reſignation and Humility, 
TERNAL Beam of light divine ! 
P. Fountain of unexhauſted love! 
In whom the Father's glories ſhine, 
Thro”'.carth beneath and heav'n above. 


2 Jeſus, the weary wand'rer's reſt, 
Give me thy caſy yoke to bear; 
With ſtedfaſt patience arm my breaſt, 
With ſpotleſs love and lowly fear. 


3 Thankful I take the cup from thee, 
Prepar'd and mingled by thy ſkill, 

Tho” bitter to the laſt it be, 
Pow'rful the wounded ſoul to heal. 

4 Be thou, O Rock of ages! nigh, | 

- So ſhall each murm'ring thought be gone, 

And grief, and fear, and care, ſhall fly 

As clouds before the nud-day ſun. 


5 Speak to my warring paſſions, ** Peace ;” 
Say to my trembling heart, Be ſtill:“ 
Thy pow'r my ſtrength and fortreſs is, 
For all things ſerve thy ſov'reign will. 
6 O death! where is thy ſting ? Where now 
Thy boaſted victory, O grave? 
Who ſhall contend with God ? or who 
Can hurt, whom God delights to fave ? 


CXXXI. Morning. 
0.5 INE eyes behold the riſing ſun : 
What life his rays convey | 
Rejoicing ſtill his courſe to run, 
Till darkneſs ends the day. 
2 With 
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2 With pleafure from my bed I rife, 
Forget the ſhades of night : 

Exulting, place my raviſh'd eyes 
Upon the beams of light. 


3 O thou! to whoſe protecting pow'r 
I owe my vital breath, 

Upheld by thee, I live this hour, 
Amidit the ſhafts of death. 


4 O may the pow'r that did protect 
My flumbers where 1 lay! 

In loving-kindneſs ſtill direct 
My ſteps throughout the day. 


5 Conduct thro? life's uncertain race 
My ſoul from danger free, 
»Till 1, thro? thy Almighty grace, 
Shall wing my flight to thee, 


CXXXII. Humility, 


O thee, O God! I hourly figh, 
But not for golden ſtores ; 
Nor covet I the brigheſt gems, 
On the rich eaſtern ſhores. 


2 Nor that deluding empty joy, 
Men call a mighty name, 

Nor greatneſs in its gayeſt pride, 
My reſtleſs thoughts enflame. 

3 Nor pleaſures ſoft enticing charms 
My tond defires allure : 

Far greater things than theſe from thee 
My wiſhes would ſecure, 


4 Thoſe 
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4 Thoſe bliſsful, thoſe tranſporting ſmiles, 
That brighten heav'n above, 

The boundleſs riches of thy grace, 
And treaſures of thy love. 


5 Theſe are the mighty things I want, 
O! make theſe bleſſings mine; 

And I the glories of the world 
Contentedly reſign, 


CXXXIIl. Mariners. | 


*. ! YE who foreign climes explore, 
Aſſiſted by the waves and wind, 
Where ſtormy feas and tempeſts roar, 
Your Sov'reign Pilot hourly mind. 


2 That God, to whom you make your cry, 
Demands your greateſt thanks and praiſes 
Who has, when ſeeming death was nigh, 
Still lengthen'd out your helpleſs days. 


3 To him that bade the ſeas aſſuage, 
And wall'd her round on ev'ry ſide ; 
Who made the waves forget their rage, 
And rain'd ſecure the foaming tide. . 


4 To him your grateful homage pay, 

Who ſav'd your near expiring breath, 
Whoſe voice the winds and ſeas obey, 

Who freed you from impending death. 
5 O! ye that plow the raging main, 

The Lord of earth and ſeas adore : 

His name nor fabbaths ne'er profane, 

Whoſe pow'r conducts you ſafe to ſhore. 


1 CXXXIV, Public 
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CXXXIV. Public Worſhip. 


OME, let us uſe the grace divine, 
And all with one accord, 
In a perpetual cov'nant join 
Ourſelves to Chriſt the Lord. 


2 Give up ourſelves thro? Jeſus” pow r, 
His name to glorify, 

And promiſe in this ſacred hour 
For God to live and die. 


3 The cov'nant we this moment make, 
Be ever kept in mind: 

We will no more our God forlake, 
Nor caſt his words behind. 


4 we never will throw off his fear, 
Who hears our folemn vow ; 

And if thou art well pleas'd to hear, 
Come down and meet us now. 


CXXXV. Love and Charity. 


ENTLE and peaceful, as a dove, 
Let me from ſtrife and envy ceaſe, 
Let me ſtill imitate the love 
And meekneſs of the Prince of Peace. 


2 Thro' the whole tenor of my life 
Let love and mercy daily run, 
But enmity and jarring ſtrife, 
Teach me with anxious care to ſhun. 


3 Whatever ſyſtem I eſteem, 
Or ſect or party do approve, 
My whole religion is a dream, 


If void of charity or love. 
4 Altho” 
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4 Altho' in ſentiment disjoin'd, 
And leſſer points we differ broad, 
I'll love the man, whoe'er I find, 
That loves, believes, and fears his God: 


5 With this inſcription on my heart, 
I'll love and charity purſue, 
»Till ev'ry ſect, in ev'ry part, 
Be all reduc'd to only Two. 5 


CXXXVI. Judgment. 
18 Judge of quick and dead, 
Before whoſe bar ſevere, 

With holy joy or guilty dread, 

We all ſhall ſoon appear: 

Our caution'd ſouls prepare, 

For that tremendous day, 
And fill us now with watchful care, 

And ſtir us up to pray. 


2 To pray and wait the hour, 
That awful hour unknown, 

When rob'd in majeſty and pow'r, 
Thou ſhalt from heay'n come down, 
Th' immortal Son of man, 

To judge the human race, 

With all thy Father's dazzling train; 

With all thy glorious grace. 


; 3 To damp our earthly joys, 
T' increaſe our gracious fears, 
For ever let th' Archangel's voice 
Be founding in our cars : 


Vis. Children of God, and children of the Devil. 
* | I 2 The 
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The ſolemn mid-night cry, 
Me dead, the Judge is come, 
« Ariſe and meet him in the ſky, 
* And meet your inſtant doom!“ 


4 O may we thus be found 
Obedient to his word, 
Attentive to the trumpet's ſound, 
And looking for our Lord! 
O may we thus enſure 
A lot among the bleſt, 
And watch a moment to ſecure. 
An everlafting reſt ! 


CXXXVII. Affidion. 


. 8 M* God, to thee for help I fly, 
Thy pow'r in my behalf exert; 

This hour my fainting ſoul ſtand by, 
Reviving ſtrength to me impart. 

2 Surround, uphold, and ſtrengthen me, 
Defend me by thy mighty arm, 

And while my pray'r aſcends to thee, 
Protect me from impending harm. 

3 Alarming dangers now appear, 
Around my ſoul they hourly fly, 

O! fill my mind with godly fear, 
O! ſave me, Jeſus, or I die. 

4 To me, thy guardian mercy ſhew, 
Thy fortifying pow'r and grace 

b That 1, ſecure from all below, 

| Beneath thy wings may reſt in peace. 

| - | 5 Jeſus, 
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' 5 Jeſus, the weary ſinner's friend, 
My ſoul aſcends to thee in pray'r; 
On thee for all things 1 depend, 
Secure me from the tempter's ſnare, 


cxxxvil. The Goodneſs of Cod. 


T heav'nly bleſſings, deareſt Lord, 
| My grateful lips employ ; 

And conſtantly my thoughts afford 

| A heart reviving joy. 


2 Thro' all my life's uncertain ſtage 
Thy providence J lee, 

While from my foe's Satanic rage, 
Thy goodnels ſets me tree. 


3 When want and indigence combine, 
To heighten my diſtreſs; 
That never failing grace of thine, 
Does then to me increaſe. 


4 If ſickneſs does my health aſſail. 
And death approaches nigh ; 
Thy /ove and mercy never fail 
To hear.me when I cry, 


5 If thro' the buſineſs of the day 
My weary frame's oppreſt, 

Thy nightly comforts (till ſupply 
My ſoul with balmy reſt. 

6 Thus ev'ry where I daily prove 
hy watchful care of me, 

Secure within thy arms of love, 
From ev'ry danger free. 


3 CXIXXIX. The 
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C XXXIX. The Death of Chrilt, &'c. 


E dies / the friend of finners dies / 
Lo! Salem's daughters weep around! 

A ſolemn darkneſs veils the ſkies! 

A ſudden trembling ſhakes the ground. 
Come ſaints, and drop a tear of woe, 

For him who groan'd beneath your load; 
He ſhed a thouſand drops for you, Ml 

A thouſand drops of richer blood, } 
2 Here's love and griet beyond degree, [ 

The Lord of glory dies for men; 
But, lo! with ſudden. joy we fee ! | 

Jeſus the dead revives again! 
The rifing God forſakes the tomb, | 

(The tomb in vain forbids his riſe) 1 
Cherubic legions guard him home, 

And ſhout him welcome to the ſkies, 


3 Break off your tears, ye ſaints, and 3 
How high our great Deliv'rer reigns ; 
Sing how he ſpoil'd the hoſts of hell, 

And led the monſter death in chains. 
Say, Live for ever, wond'rous King, 

& Born to redeem, and ſtrong to ſave!“ 
Then aſk the tyrant, * Where's thy ſting ?” 

And where's thy viQ'ry, boaſting grave? 


CXL. Servants. 


* HOU who a ſervant didſt become, 
Jo do thy Father's will, 

Teach me that I, like thee, my alk, 

May. A fulfil, 
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2 Dear God, who, when thou waſt deſpis'd, 
Didſt never once repine;, 

O teach me ſtill to imitate 
That humble heart of thine. 


3 If J am faithful unto death, 
My conqueſt is ſecure ; 

I ſhall attain a_crown of life, 
For ever to endure. 


4 In that. eternal houſe above, 
Gold cannot bribe a ſeat, 

The poor (it pious) there are on: 
A level with the great, 


5 If he the talent well improves, 
Which he receives from thee, 
The meaneſt ſervant here on earth, 


Shall as his maſter be! 


CXLI. Evening. 


HE morn is paſt, the noon-tide o'er, 
And the declining ſun, 

Obedient to creative pow'r, 
His ſteady courſe has run: 

2 Perhaps no more on earth to riſe, 
At leaſt to riſe on me. 

The cloſe of night may clole my eyes 
To all eternity. 

3 Reflect, my ſoul, the days and years,. 
The hours of dark account, 

Trifling purſuits, and fruitleſs cares, 
To what do they amount! 
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4 If I haveerr'd, inſtruct to mourn, 
To give each fault a tear; 

Hopeleſs of peace, till my return 

HFath found forgiveneſs there. 

5 Thy mercies ſtil] thou doſt impart, 
With ev'ry added day, 

Above the reſt, O! give an heart 
Its tribute ſtill to pay. 


6 O thou! whoſe favour more I prize 
Than all beneath the ſky, 

Say I am thine, it ſhall ſuffice, 
And I can ſmile and die. 


CXLII. The Faithfulneſs of God. 


HO! troubles aſſail, and dangers affright, 
Tho' friends fnould all fail, and foes all unite, 
Yet one thing ſecures us, whatever betide, 
The promiſe aſſures us, the Lord will provide. 


2 Thy call we obey, like Abram of old, 

We know not the way, but faith makes us bold, 
Altho' we are ſtrangers, we have a ſure guide, i 
And truſt in all dangers, the Lord will provide. 
3 We all may, like ſhips, with tempeſts be toſt, 
On perilous deeps, but need not be loſt ; / 
Tho! Satan enrages the wind and the tide, - l 
Yet ſcripture engages, the Lord will provide. 

4 When Satan appears to ſtop up our path, 
Or fill us with fears, we triumph by faith ; 

He cannot take from us, altho' he's oft tried, 
That heart chearing promiſe, he Lord will provide. 


5 When 
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5 When life ſinks apace, and death is in view, 
The word of thy grace ſhall carry us through, 
Nor fearing nor doubting with Chrift on our fide, 
We hope to die ſhouting, the Lord will provide. 


CXLIII. The Incarnation of Chriſt. 
22 A grace to man appears, 
Let ſaints rejoice and ſing; 
| * Behold! for us a virgin bears 
4 A Saviour and a King. 


2 Attending angels from on high, 
Proclaim, with holy mirth, 

To watching ſhepherds, where they ly, 
The tidings of his birth. 


l 
; 3 Directed by an orient ſtar, 
: The ſages find their road, 


Till ſafely they condu 


To fill our raviſh'd eyes; 
While we behold our King within 
The manger where he lies. 


5 Jeſus, thou wondrous God and man, 
] How does thy glory ſhine ? 
| What love or meekneſs ever can 

Be equal, Lord, to thine ? 


CXLIV. A Sinner's Wiſh, 
A GAIN, indulgent Lord, 1 come ; 
Again to tell my wants preſume 
I want to know, thee as thou art, 
1 want to find thee in my heart. 


2 I want 
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2 I want to feel I die to fin; 

I would no longer live therein : 
No earthly bliſs can do me good ; 
1 want the balm of Jeſus? blood. 


3 I want acquaintance with the Lamb, 
To know the virtues of his name; 


_ . I want aſſurance of my faith; 


I want a conquelt over death. 


41 want to be made free indeed, 
To trample on the ſerpent's head, 

I want my wants to be ſupply'd, 
And have ten thouſand wants beſide, 


5 I want myſelf and wants to know; 
J want in faith and hope to grow; 

I want t-y/e/f/ this favour grant, 
And thou haſt granted all 1 want. 


CXLV. The Patience of God. 


ol © patient 1s Almighty God! 
And unto anger flow ; 
How long does he /uſþend the rod, 


G'er finners here below! 


2 How patiently Jehovah ſtands, 
And unto finners cries, _ 

ce Accept of pardon from my hands, 
„Life in the favour lies?“ 


3 Godin a mild and gentle way, 
His mercy does intrude; 

And man the favour does repay, 
With his ingratitude. 


4 The 
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4 The ox obeys the galling yoke, 
And knows his maſter's ſtall ; 
While men Almighty God provoke, 
Deſpiſing ev'ry call. 
5 But this decree in heav'n's paſt, 
For God himſelf has ſworn, 
Inſulted patience will at laſt 
To endleſs fury turn. 


CXLVI. The Hiding-Place, Iſaiah xxxii. 2. 


AlL, boundleſs love that firſt began 
The ſcheme to reſcue fallen man! 
Hail, matchleſs, free, eternal grace, 
That gave my ſoul a hiding-place / 


2 Againſt the God who rules the ſky 
I fought, with hands uplifted high; 
Deſpis'd the motions of his grace, 
Too proud to ſeek a hiding-place. 

3 Enwrap'd in thick Egyptian night, 
And fond of darkneſs more than light, 
Madly I ran the finful race, 

Secure without a hiding-place. 

4 But when thy Spirit's mighty pow'r, 
At laſt unbolted mercy's door, 

I plainly ſaw my wretched caſe, 

And found I had no hiding- place. 


5 Fer long, an heav'nly voice I heard, 
And mercy's angel-form appear'd ; 
She led me on with placid pace, 
To Jeſus as my hiding-place, 
6 Should 
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6 Should ſtorms of dreadful thunder roll, 
And ſhake the globe from pole to pole ; 
No flaming bolt.could daunt my face, 
For Jeſus is my Hiding- place. 

7 A few more rolling ſuns, at moſt, 

Will land me ſafe on Canaan's coaſt, 
Where 1 ſhall ſing the ſong of grace, 
And fee my glorious hiding-place. 


CXLVII. Scriptures. 
HEN quiet in my houſe I fit, 
| 'Thy book be my companion {till ; 
My joy, thy ſayings to repeat, 
Talk o'er the records of thy will. 
2 O! may the gracious words divine, 
| Subject of all my converſe be: 
So will the Lord his follow'rs join, 
And walk, and talk himſelf with me. 


3 Oft as I lay me down to reſt, 
O may the reconciling word 
Sweetly compoſe my weary breaſt, 
While on the boſom of my Lord. 
4 Riſing to ſing my Saviour's praiſe 
Thee may I publiſh all day long, 
And let thy precious words of grace 
Flow from my heart and fill my tongue. 


CXLVIIL Old Age. 
of THOU ! who, from my infant years, 
Haſt guarded ev'ry hour; 
Uphold me now, that death appears, 
By thy Almighty pow'r, 


2 Theſe 
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2 Theſe feeble limbs of mine declare 
My journey here is run; 

Theſe wither'd hands bid me prepare 
For my eternal home. 


3 Theſe hoary locks, as ſilver gray, 
To me they hourly call, 
£ Sce how we vaniſh and decay 
As leaves in autumn fall.“ 
4 In vain each object courts my ſight, 
Before theſe languid eyes; 
Tho' aided by the cleareſt light, 
That ſhines thro' azure ſkies. 
5 All bliſs is fled of ev'ry kind; 
My Maker wills it ſo: 
I cannot long remain behind 
A tenant here below. 


6 When death commands this mortal clay 
To mingle with the duſt, 

Lord, aid my foul to wing its way 
To manſions of the juſt, 


CXLIX. Happineſs. 


SP HRICE bleſſed are the humble hearts 
That mourn the follies they have done, 


To them a gracious God imparts 


Salvation thro? his only Son. 


2 Internal joy their minds poſleſs, 


While Jeſus dwells their hearts within; 
And as their faith and love increaſe, 


They find their heav'n on earth begin. 
K 3 Their 
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3 Their Father hears their fervent cries, 
Guides and conducts their future lives; 
As Satan's kingdom in them dies, 
So Jeſus? kingdom till revives. 


4 With calm and undiſturbed peace, 
Their laſting pleaſures never cloy, 
Progreſſively they feel his grace 
Reviving ev'ry ſpring of joy. 
5 If they are faithful unto death, 
And ſtill their talents here improve; 
E'er they reſign their vital breath, 
They antedate the joys above. 


CL. A Prayer. 


[ WANT a principle within 
Of jealous godly fear, 
A ſenſibility of fin, 
A pain to feel it near. 


2 That I no more from thee may part, 
No more thy goodneſs grieve, 
The filial awe, the fleſhly heart, 
The tender conſcience pive. 


3 Quick as the apple of an eye, 
O God! my conſcience make; 
Awake my ſoul when fin is nigh, 
And keep it {till awake. 


4 If to the right or left I ſtray, 
That moment, Lord, reprove; 

And let me weep my life away, 
For having griev'd thy love. 


C20 -] 


5 O! may the lea ſt omiſſion pain 
My well-inſtructed ſoul; 
And drive me to the blood again, 
Which makes the wounded whole. 
CLI. Ubiquity. | 
** L;'ROM him who fills unbounded ſpace, 
Where can a ſinner run? 


Or where's the dark and hiding- place 


That can his notice ſhun 7 


2 If riſing with the morning ſky 
I wing. wy early flight, 

If with the ſun I quickly fly, 
Shall theſe evade his fight ? 

3 If (till attempting my eſcape 
To heav'n 1 do aſpire; 

Or to the ſhades of darknels leap, 
And dwell in liquid fire. 


4 Yet there his preſence is diſplay'd, 
In beams of love divine ; 

And here in dreadful pomp array'd, 
His wrath and juſtice ſhine. 


5 For ſtill on ev'ry hand the pow'r 
Of God I plainly trace, 

Where'er | vainly think to tow'r, 
Throughout infinite ſpace. 


CLII. The Power of God. 

, WAS God that tun'd tile rolling ſpheres, 

And ſtretch'd the winding ſkies ; 

That form'd the plan of endleſs years, 
And bade the angels riſe. 
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2 From everlaſting is his might, 
VUnbounded, unconfin'd, 
He pierces thro” the realms of light, 
And rides upon the wind. 


3 The ſun ſhrinks back as he appears, 

| The moon forgets to ſhine ; 

And ev'ry blaſted ſtar declares 
His majeſty divine. 

4 He ſpeaks; great nature's wheels ſtand ſtill, 
And ceaſe their wonted round ; 

'The mountains melt, each trembling hill 
Forgets its ancient bound. 


5 He ſcatters nations with his breath, 
The ſcatter'd nations fly; 

Blue peſtilence and ſpreading death 
Confeſs the God-head high. 


CLIII. Evening. 


ns O him, whoſe mercy thro' the day, 
| Conducts us ſafe to night, 
This ev*ning ſacrifice we pay, 
For his protecting might. 
2 Dangers againſt us ſtill conſpire, 
In artful guiſe array'd ; 
But round us as a wall of fire, 
His mercies are diſplay'd. 
3 To thy ſupreme protecting pow'r, 
Our grateful thanks we owe; 
Whoſe boundlels mercy ev'ry hour 
Conducts our ſteps below. 


4 Now 
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4 Now Father, to thy guardian love 
Our ſpirits we commend ; 
Receive us to thy throne above, 
When life ſhall have an end, 


CLIV. Death. 
" IFF, like an empty vapour flies, 
A fable, or a ſong, 
1 By ſwift degrees our nature dies, 
Nor can our joys be long. 
2 Tis but a few whoſe days amount 
To threeſcore years and ten, 
And all beyond that ſhort account 
Are ſorrow, toil, and pain. 
3 Our vitals with laborious ſtrife 
Bear up the crazy load, 
| And drag thoſe poor remains of life 
| Along the tireſome road. 
r 4 Almighty God reveal thy love, 
And not thy wrath alone; 
O!] let our ſweet experience prove 
The mercies of thy throne. 


5 Our ſouls would learn the heav'nly art, 
T'improve the hours we have, 

That we may act the wiſer part, 

* And live beyond the grave. 


i CLV. Public Worſhip. 
| "EE OY lacred ſpring of life, before thine 
eyes 


We would preſent our guilt and ſore diſtreſs, 
Our daily crimes aſcend above the ſkies, 


Againſt thy love, and ſtill forbearing grace. 
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To thee, O Saviour! to thy blood alone 

We fly, to make our broken ſpirits whole; 
Thy all- ſufficient merit can atone, 

For all the ſins of each diſeaſed ſoul. 


Before thy preſence here we guilty ſtand, 
Let not thy gracious Spirit quite depart, 
In mercy, Lord, apply thy healing hand; 
O! write forgiveneſs on each waiting heart. 1 
CLVI. A Prayer——by a Friend. 
: THOU high thron'd above all height, 
To whom anpelic hoſts ſhall raiſe, 
With boundleſs ever new delight, 
Celeſtial ſongs of love and praiſe, 


2 Cloathed with majeſty and might, 
In wiſdom, as in pow'r ſupreme, 

Firſt cauſe of all, great ſource of light, 
Ot lite, of joys, devoid of pain. 

3 Teach me with all thy creatures now, 
In adoration low to fall, 

Humbly to feel, and joy, that thou 
Alone, O Lord, art all in all. 


CLVII. The Crucifixion Chriſt. 
* * TESUS, the friend of ſinners, ſce, 
| Attend his groaning ſighs ! 
Cover'd with blood, on yonder tree, 
The ſacred victim dies. 


2 His dying groans all nature ſhake, 
While light'nings flaſh around, 

The frighted rocks in ſunder break, 
Alarmed at the ſound. 


3 The 
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3 The rolling ſun his God bemoans, 
Aſham'd he hides his face, 

While burſting thunder loudly groans, 
Lamenting his diſgrace. 


4 Sure angels wept in tears of blood, 
The light its beams deny'd, 
While only man ſupinely ſtood, 
Y For whoſe offence he dy'd ! 


CEVIII. A National Fa/7. 
* gracious God, before thy throne 
Thy mourning people bend! 
*Fis on thy ſov'reign grace alone 
Our humble hopes depend. 
2 Tremend'ous judgments from thy hand, 
Thy dreadful pow'r diſplay: 


Yet mercy ſpares this guilty land, 
And ſtil] we live to pray. 


3 What num'rous crimes increaſing riſe 
Thro' this apoſtate iſle ! 

What land ſo favour'd of the ſkies, 
And yet what land ſo vile! 


4 Regardleis of thy ſmile or frown, 
Their pleaſures they require; 

And ſink with gay indiff'rence, down 
To everlaſting fire. 


5 O! turn thou us, Almighty Lord, 
By thy undounded prace; 

Then ſhall our hearts receive thy word, 
And humbly ſeck thy face, 
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6 Then, ſhould inſulting foes invade, 
We need not yield to fear; 
Aſſor' d of never failing aid, 
If thou, our God, art near, 
CLIX. Creation. 
M 2 oo Ts th' amazing pow'r of God, 
Who bade the hills ariſe, 
Extend the praiſe of him abroad, 
That ſpread the ſtarry ſkies. 
2 He fram'd at firſt the flying clouds, 
By his Almighty hand ; 
The ample. fields, and liquid floods, 
Obey his great command, 
3 Ordain'd by his creative pow'r, 
The ſun muſt rule the day, 
While all the planets in their tour, 
His ſov'reign will obey. 
4 He form'd the plants and flow'rs below, 
Which all the fields array'd: 
In all the winds and ſtorms that blow, 
His wonders are diſplay'd. 
5 The creatures both in ſea and land, 
Are objects of his care, 
And from his all-ſupporting hand, 
Perpetual bleſſings ſhare. 
CLX. Public Worſhip. 
O COME let us join, in muſic divine, 
The Saviour to laud, 
*Lis meet and fit, 
It is charming, and perfectly ſweet, 
The Saviour to praiſe, our Lord and our God, 


*Vis 
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Tis a pleaſure to ſing, of a crucify'd King 
With courage and flame. 


The angels that love us, and ſeraphs above us, 
Do always the ſame, 

Hark! hark! how they ſhout, al heaven throughout 
In ſounding his name. 


CLI. Repentance and Hemility. 


IN doundleſs mercy Lord, forgive 
A ſinner fuch as me, 
O! let a vanquiſh*d rebel live 
In favour, Lord, with thee. 


2 Condemn'd, I ſtand before thy face, 
Involv'd in guilt and fin; 

Thou juſtly might'ſt with-hold thy grace, 
And leave me ſtill therein. 


3 But yet in wrath, remember, Lord, 
My penitential cry, 

And ev'ry promiſe of thy word 
Unto my ſoul apply. 


4 Let not my ſighings prove in vain, 
Nor yet my flowing tears; 

But waitr my foul from ev'ry ſtain, 
And eaſe my doubting fears. 


CLXII. Scriptures. 


REAT God, with wonder and with pratſe, 
On all thy works I look, 
But ſtill thy wildom, pow, and grace, 
Shine brighter in thy book. 


2 The 
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2 The ſtars that in their courſes roll, 
Have much inſtruction giv'n ; 

But ſtill thy word informs my ſoul, 
How I may climb to heav'n. 


3 The fields provide me food, and ſhow 
The goodneſs of the Lord; 

But fruits of lite and glory grow 
In thy moſt bleſſed word. 


4 Here are my choiceſt treaſures hid; 
And here my comfort lies; 

Here my deſires are ſatisfied, 
And hence my hopes ariſe. 


5 Make me to love thy precepts more, 
And take a freſh delight 

By day to read theſe wonders o'er, 
And meditate by night. 


CLXIII. Heaven. 


38 AR my ſoul, and quickly fly, 
Thy race of duty run; 

See how they live with God on high, 
Beyond the riſing ſun. 

2 No ev'ning ſhades, no gloomy nights, 
Diſturb their peaceful reſt ; 

Still taſting ever freſh delights, 

They live entirely bleſt. 


3 Within theſe ſacred courts above, 
No ſorrows enter in; 

Surrounded by Almighty love, 
Secure from death and fin. 


? 


4 Each 
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4 Each tenant there forgets his toil, 
His former doubts and fears; 

Whilſt beams of endleſs mercy ſmile, 
To wipe away their tears. 


Ss Dear Saviour, guide me to that day 
Which ſhall my ſoul remove 
Far diſtant from this houſe of clay, 
To worſhip thee above. 


CLXIV. The Love and Patience of Chriſt. 


ie ys your dear Redeemer ſtands, 


For you he ſpreads his bleeding bands, 
His rebels to receive : 


For you his wounds are open'd wide, 
The language of his ſtreaming fide 
Still bids you turn and live. 


2 He now is knocking at your heart, 
The purchas'd bleſſing to impart 
To ev'ry humble mind : 
Whoever hears, and thus complies, 
And turns his heart from Satan's ways, 
Shall grace and glory find. 


3 This heav'nly gueſt in patience waits; 
Long has he ſtood without your gates, 
. Repuls'd by Satan's pow'r : 
\ While Jeſus does this viſit pay, 
No more his proffer'd love deny, 
But know your gracious hour. 


4 If now before his throne ye fall, 
Submiſhve to your Maker's call, 


And 
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And to the end endure: 
If ye increaſe in faith and love, 
Your title to the crown above, 
And conqueſt are ſecure. 
CLEYV. Old Age. 
AY God, my everlaſting hope, 
I live upon thy truth: 
Thy hands have held my childhood up, 
And ſtrengthen'd all my youth. 
2 My fleſh was faſhion'd by thy pow'r, 
With all theſe limbs of mine: 
And from my mother's painful hour, 
I've been entirely thine. 


3 Still has my life new wonders ſeen, 
Repeated ev'ry year: 

Behold my days that yet remain, 
I truſt them to thy care. 


4 Caſt menot off when ſtrength declines, 
When hoary hairs ariſe ; 
And round me let thy glory ſhine, 
Whenc'er thy ſervant dies. 
5 Then in the hiſt'ry of my age, 
When men review my days, 
They'll read thy love in ev'ry page, 
In ev'ry line thy praiſe. 
CLXVI. The Goodneſs of God. 
9 0 Y God, my Saviour, and my King, 
M Aſſiſt me to prepare Avon: 
The praiſe which to thy throne I bring, 
To find acceptance there. 


* 


2 To 


My Maſter in glory to meet, 
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2 To thee belongs my grateful ſong, 
For all thy love to me; 

Yea, greater praiſes than my tongue 
Can offer, Lord, to thee. 


3 What favours bleſs'd my infant ſoul, 
Before I underſtood 

They came from thee, the endleſs ſource 
Of never failing good ? 


4 Thou didſt thro' each revolving year, | 
For all my wants provide, = 

In my diſtreſs I found thee near, 
My guardian and my guide. 

5 But when I raiſe my thoughts on high, 
To endleſs life above, | 

How ſhould my ſpirit magnify 3 
Thy undelerved love. | 

6 Now fince thy mercies ever give, 

Such bleſſings unto me, 

O! may I rather ceaſe to live, 

Than ceaſe from loving thee. 


CLXVII. Longing to be with Feſus, 


1 LONG my Redeemer to ſee, 
My Jeſus above to behold; 

The Saviour who ſuffer*d for me, 
Surrounded by harpers on gold ; 


To gaze on his heavenly face; 
With rapture to fall at his feet, 
And ſhare in the triumphs of grace. 
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2 Ah! why does thy chariot delay 
To waft me where fin is no more? 
Come, Lord, and in mercy convey 
My ſoul to that heavenly ſhore, 
Where holy, and perfect, and pure, 
My glority'd ſpirit ſhall ſing; 
My body for ever endure, 
And ſhout to my crucify'd King. 


3 To think on this day of thy love, 
Which all my diſtreſſes ſhall crown, 
My ſorrows for ever remove, 
And death in its victory drown ; 
It makes me reſign'd to my grief, 
Whale, yet a few moments, I know 
O'er Jordan, my ſpirit's relief, 
To Jeſus's boſom I go. 


CLXVIII. Mariners at Sea. 


ATHER, thy mercy we implore, 
Our lives in ſafety keep 

Conduct us to our native ſhore, 

Along this floating deep. 


2 Great Ruler of the raging ſea, 

Whoſe voice the waves obey; 
With thankful hearts we here to thee 
Our mie homage pay. 


3 Thy pow'r and majeſty appear 
Throughout the foaming brine, 

And ſtill we find, when danger's near, 
That guardian love of thine. 


* * 
* 
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4 Tho' winds enrage the flowing tide, 
Tho? ſeas in mountains riſe ; 

Yet in thy goodneſs we'll confide, 
Thou Lord of ſea and ſkies. 


CLXIX. The Goodneſs of God. 


ATHER, how wide thy glory ſhines, 
How high thy wonders riſe, 
Known thro” the earth by thouſand ſigne, 
By thouſands thro' the ſkies, 


2 Thoſe mighty orbs proclaim thy pow'r, 
Their motions ſpeak thy {ll : 
And on the wings of ev'ry hour 
We read thy patience ſtill. 
3 But when we view thy ſtrange deſign 
To ſlave rebellious worms, | 
Where veng'ance and coipaition join 
In their divineſt forms: 


4 Here the whole Deity is known, 
Nor dares a creature gueſs 
Which of the glories brighteſt ſhone, 

The juſtice or the grace. 


CLXX. Touth, 
8 3 TTEND to this important truth, 
Ye gay, of tender years ; 
On whom the roſy dawn of youth, 
In all its bloom appears. 


2 is now the ſnares of life array 


Themſelves in borrow'd hue, 
And flatt'ring pleaſures ev'ry day 
In joyful mood ye view. 
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3 Deaf to the monitor within, 
Your paſſions ye obey; 

And ſlaves to ev'ry ruling fin, 
Ye own their baneful ſway. 


4 But mind that pleaſure ſoon will pall, 
The blooming flow'r may blaſt, 

And leaves or autumn'too may fall, 
And die and wither faſt. 


5 In virtue now your minds improve; 
For *tis a certain truth, 

That early victues always prove 
An ornament to youth. 


6 To him who rear'd your infant frame, 
By his paternal care, 

A grateful tribute for che ſame, 

Wich thankful hearts prepare. 


CLXXI. The Language of Faith, 


A CHARGE to keep I have; 

A God to glorify; 

A never-dying ſoul to fave, 
And fit it for the ſky. 


2 To ſerve the preſent age, 
My calling to fulfil ; 
O! may it all my pow'rs engage 
To do my Maſter's will, 
3 Arm me with jealous carc, 
As in thy ſight to live, 
And O! thy ſervant, Lord, prepare 
A {tri& account to give, 


4 Help 
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4 Help me to watch and pray, 
And on thyſelf rely; 
Aſſur'd, if I my truſt betray, 
I ſhall for ever die. 
CLXXII. Fudement. 
„ A N angel from the rending ſky 
On flaming wings appears 
His trumpet's loud majeſtic cry 
Is ſounding in our ears. 


2 Nor thoſe alone on earth that dwell, 
Are fill'd with awful dread; - 

For lo! 'tis heard thro' ev'ry cell, 
And manſion of the dead. 


3 The tenants of the grave ariſe, 
And break the bars of night, 

And view with their new open'd eyes, 
The long extinguiſh'd light. 

4 Before the Judge tribunal ſeat 
The aſſembled world ſtand, 

To take their laſt deciſive fate 
From his impartial hand. 

5 Who did their faith by virtue prove, 
Aſcend with him to heav*n ; 

While thoſe who ſcorn'd redeeming love, 
Are from his preſence driv'n. 


CLXXIII. Try in God. 


WE thee I ſeek, protecting pow'r| 
Be my vain wiſhes ſtill'd; 


And may this conſecrated hour 
With better hopes be fill'd, 
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2 Thy love the pow'rs of thought beſtow'd, 
To thee my thoughts would ſoar ; 
Thy mercy o'er my life has flow'd, 
That mercy J adore. 


3 In each event of life, how clear 
Thy ruling hand I ſee; 
Each bleſſing to my ſoul more dear, 
Becauſe conferr'd by thee, d 


4 In ev'ry joy that crowns my day s, 
In ev'ry pain I bear, 

My heart ſhall find delight in praiſe, 
Or ſeek relief in pray'r. 


5 When gladneſs wings my favour'd hour, 
Thy love my thoughts ſhall fill, 
Reſign'd, when ſtorms of ſorrows lour, 


My foul ſhall meet thy will. 


6 My lifted eye without a tear, 
The louring ſtorm ſhall ſee ; 
My ſtedfaſt heart ſhall know no fear, 
That heart will reſt on thee. 


CLXXIV. Univerſal Praiſe to God. 


„ T ET heav'n, and earth, and ſeas combine, 
And tune the ſacred lyre, 
To praiſe eternal pow'r divine, 
In one united choir. 


2 Ye angels, foremoſt ſons of light, 
Ye ſaints, a ſhining throng, 
Ye ſun, ye regents of the night, 
Conſpire to raiſe the ſong. 
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3 Le higheſt heav'ns, his dread abode, 
Ye clouds and winds agree 

To praiſe, with holy mirth, the God 
That formed earth and ſea. 


4 Ye vallies low, ye flow'ry plains, 


Ye tow'ring mountains high, 
Unite to praiſe, in chearful (trains, 
The Sov'reign of the ſky. 


5 Ye dragons, and ye deeps below, 
Ve tenants of the ſtream, 

Ye liquid fire, ye feather'd ſnow, 
Revere his mighty name. 


6 Let old and young, in ev'ry ſtage, 
The ſacred theme employ, 
From blooming youth to fading age, 

With univerſal joy. 


7 Let ev'ry ſoul enraptur'd join, 
Before his throne appear, 

1” adore his Majeſty divine, 
With reverential fear. 


8 To his benign paternal care, 
His num'rous creatures owe, 

Whatever gifts we mortals ſhare 
Of happineſs below. 


9 Whoe'er his favour ſti]! implores, 
His mercies ever crown, 
And from his never-fading ſtores, 
Pour endleſs bleſſings down. 


10 The 


Thy juſtice, might bave cruſh'd me dead, 


And yet thou length'neſt out my thread, 


Wh 


10 The meaneſt inſect that his pow'r 
Has made to creep or fly, 

His gracious goodneſs ev'ry hour 
Does all its wants ſupply. 


11 While higheſt ſeraphs round his throne, 
Who on his will attend, 

Declare, that they on him alone 
Do conſtantly depend. 


CLXXEV. Morning. 


NCE more, my ſoul, the riſing day 
Salutes thy waking eyes, 

Once more, my voice, thy tribute pay 
To him that rules the ſkies. 

2 Night unto night his name repeats, 
The day renews the ſound, 

Wide as the heav'ns on which he fits, 
To turn the ſeaſons round. 


3 Tis he ſupports my mortal frame; 
My tongue ſhall ſpeak his praiſe ; 

My fins would rouſe his wrath to fame, 
And ſtill his wrath tans 0 


4 On a poor worm thy pow'r might tread, 
And I could ne'er withſtand ; 


But mercy held thine hand. 


A thouſand wretched ſouls are fled 
Since the laſt ſetting ſun, 


And lets my moments run, 
6 Dear 
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6 Dear God, let all my hours be thine, 
Whilſt I enjoy the. light; 

Then ſhall my ſun in ſmiles decline, 
And bring a pleaſing night. 


CLXXVI. Magere. 


„No thee my God, my gracious King, 
I now preſent this ſacrifice ; 
Myſelf and houſehold here I bring, 


Io find acceptance in thine eyes. 


2 Within my tent, O God, reſide, 

And teach me by thy heav'nly grace; 
Let thy unerring wiſdom guide 

My life in holineſs and peace. 


3 Let me the bright example give, 
That all my houſchold plain may ſee, 
Hbw they, to thee, might daily live, 
And regulate their lives by me. 
4 The pious ſervant and the juſt, 
Within my houſe I'll {till retain ; 
And ſhall with confidential truſt, 
Him always cheriſh and eſteem, 


5 The graceleſs, ſcoffing, and profane, 
Or them that frequent lies do tell, 

With thoſe that take thy name in vain, 
Beneath my roof ſhall never dwell. 


6 Thus, fin and ſinners ev'ry where, 
Shall ſtill be baniſh'd far from me, 
Till I my bouſe and heart prepare, 
As dwellings fit for lodging thee. 


CLXXVII, Pre- 


. - 2 Ar Tra 0 f yoo F Y 
AS r IE TAL 8 
eil ei r N 
e OE TP Dn ATA Ev 
- » SH 8 5 1 be TEE 27 TP! J | +» * 4 f 

2 » 


2 In all my ways thy hand I own, 
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CLXXVII. Preſervation thro? Chr iſt 
OD of my lite, whoſe gracious pow'r, 
Thro' various deaths my ſoul hath led, 
Or turn'd aſide the fatal hour; 
Or lifted up my ſinking head ! | 


Thy ruling providence J ſee ; 
Aſſiſt me ſtill my courſe to run, 
And ſtill direct my paths to thee. 


3 Oft hath the ſea confeſt thy pow'r, 
And giv'n me back at thy command: 

It could not, Lord, my life devour, 
Safe in the hollow of thine hand. | 


4 Oſt from the margin of the grave, 
Thou, Lord, haſt lifted up my head; 
Sudden I found thee near to ſave ; 
The fever own'd thy touch, and fled. 


5 Whither, O whither, ſhould 1 fly, 
But to my loving Saviour's breaſt ? 
Secure within thine arms to lie, 
And ſafe beneath thy wings to reſt! 


CLXXVIII. Old Age. 

» # A Ruler of the ſky, | 
Whom heav'n and carth adore - | 

Who ſtill regard'ſt the humble cry, 
Thy mercy I in; >lore. ! 


2 Conduct me thro* my aged years, 
To my expiring hour; 
And when my lateſt foe appears, 


Support me by thy pow'r. 
3 I ſoon 
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3 I ſoon mult render up my truſt ; 
My waſting ſtrength impairs: 
To mingle with its ancient duſt, 
My body now prepares. 
4 My pleaſures now how quick they fly, 
Like to my ebbing ſand, 
And loudly cry, The time of my 
Departure is at hand.“ 


5 When death aſunder breaks the bands, 
Which ſoul and body join, 
Great God! into thy gracious hands 
Receive this ſoul of mine. 


6 O thou! on whoſe Almighty pow'r 
My confidence depends ; 

Support me in that awful hour, 
When duft to duſt deſcends! 


END OF PART FIRST. 
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PART SECOND. 


Þ O E 


MORAL and DIVINE. 


PIETY and POLITENESS, 


A Dialogue *. 


mY HE ſun had finiſh'd his diurnal toil, 
And Cynthia fill'd her ſilver lamp with oil: 
Array'd in all the pomp of borrow'd light, 
Her beams diſpell'd the horrors of the night: 
The tinged ſky was ſtarr'd with beamy gold, 
And ſwains immur'd their herds in cv'ry fold, 


* The Author's intention in this Dialogue is to nnite the 
Gentleman and the Chriſtian, or godlinels and good-mane 
ners together; as he frequently jr 26s es, with regret, many 
who profeſs the one are but too indiflerently attached to 
the other. 
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As near a long ſequeſter'd vale I drew, 

Two ſeeming ſtrangers ſtarted to my view; 
Who both appear'd on hoſtile meaſures bent, 
And ſoon adjuſted their polemic tent: | 
And thus began 


POLITE NESS. 

Thy ruſtic manners and unpoliſh'd gait, | 
Thy awkward breeding I entirely hate; x 
From what religious or ſectarian tribe, 

Didſt thou that blunt ruſticity imbibe ? 

I' neꝰ'er aſſociate with thy ſect 1 fear, 

If I muſt ſuch an uncouth viſage wear. 

PIETY, 

Of ſuch invectives be not ſo profuſe, 

Tho' I your wild unmeaning cants diſuſe : 

Your chiefeſt aim is how an artful wile i 
May gain you friendſhip by a flatt'ring ſmile ; 5 
Your whole affections and deluded mind, | 
To Fops and Faſhions chiefly are confin'd. 
1 | POLLTENESS. 
(1 For what deſign was ever man ordain'd, 
| But to live happy and ſecure a friend ? 

And ſuch companions ſtill with him unite, 
Who's chearful, courtly, affable, polite ; 
| I always have, and ſhall for evermore, 
A humdrum clowniſh hypocrite abhor. þ 
PIETY. 

Deluſive thought! 'tis pregnant with miſchicf! 
Latal thy views! deſtructive thy belief! 
For man was made to aim a nobler prize; 
To live for heav'n, and dwell beyond the ne 
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To ſcorn the trappings of the empty fool, 

And turn his modiſſi airs to ridicule, 

Your courtly manners and attractive ſmile, 
Your humble ſervant, and your painted guile, 
Fall greatly ſhort to gain the better part, 

To mend your morals or improve your heart, 
Unfeigned friendſhip is by you forgot ; 

You deal around 8 compliments by rote: 
The peer, the padler, peaſant, or the prince, 
Alike are dun'd with your 1mpertinence. 


poLITENEss. | 
For all your pother *bout religion's cauſe, 
Its moral maxims and eternal laws: . 
You mils the only and effectual way 
To gain the young, the thoughtleſs, and the gay : 
For all your zeal to make a proſylete, 
You'd make more converts were you more po- 

lite, 


PIETY, 


Were you as careful to maintain aright, 

Your life and conduct in your Maker's ſight, 

As you appear in faſhion to excel, 

And rival ev'ry modern beau and belle: 

Their ſplendid flatt'ry you would ſoon deride, 

And all ſuch gilded tintel lay fide. + | 

Put ah! my friend, with what unwearied toil 164 

Do you your neighbours and yourſelf beguile: | 

Remote from each your thoughts and words are | | 
plac'd, j 

Politeneſs by Profaneneſs is defac'd. 
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| | | POLITENESS. 
| How could I with your brotherhood engage, 


= At once the ſcorn and pity of our age? 
1 Laſt night at Madam Modiſh feſtive board, 
| " What laughter did your cynic whims afford: 


By ev'ry member you were ſtigmatiz'd, 
j And-for your conduct mortally deſpis'd : 
| With this ſuggeſtion each of them conſide, 
„ That you have leſs humility than pride.“ 
You plume yourſelf, I fear, to more excels, 
On your reſerve, than foplings on their dreſs: 
Your manner's fo uncourtly and ſevere, 
You wear the touchy aſpect of a bear. 
| Now as I'm not ambitious for diſgrace, 
In ev'ry corner where JI ſet my face, 
PI {till thoſe ſing'lar oddities of thine, 
With ſtudiuus care in ev'ry place decline. 


PIETY. 

When I've beheld your artificial ſmile, 
Your profler'd ſervice, and your friendly ſtile ; 
y Your readineſs to ſoothe the mind of woe, 
. | And for your neighbour ev'ry thing forego : 
' When I beheld, at once, diſplay'd in thee, 
Vivacious humour and urbanity ; | 
| A heart to friendſhip ſeemingly inclin'd, ; | 
1 | Improv'd by labour, and by art reſm'd; — 

| An anxious wish your ey'ry friend to pleaſe, 

Whether attain'd by labour or by cale ; 

| Ranſacking ev'ry corner of your mind, 

Where you the moſt attractive words might find; 
j With 
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„ 
With ſtudious care arranging ev'ry phraſe, 
And more afraid of evil words than ways; 
Acquaint with all the modes of ſpacious guile, 
Or the cheap friendſhip of a flatt'ring ſmile ;” 
Your graceful mien, I own, I have admir'd, 
And wiſh'd, at times, I were with it inſpir'd. 
But ah ! ſhould one, unmindful of his fame, 
Your Maker's precepts or religion name, 
No more your gay attractive ſmiles appear; 
His ſerious ſtrain is hooted with a ſneer: 
Vivacity then flies—and in its room 
There fits a penſive or a ſullen gloom. 
And when united with the ſportive crew, 
Where each companion's full as bad as you, 
Your conduct there appears entirely plain, 
To man polite, to God alone profane, 


POLITENESS, 


Such ſpurious logic I may fitly call, 

& A barrel thrown out to amuſe the Male: 
As ſailors do, that they may fafely ſlip 

That monſter's jaws with their endanger'd ſhip. - 
Before your face, your neighbour's faults, I find, 
You always place, but ſcreen your own behind. 
No charity within your breaſt remains, 
But party-zeal without a rival reigns. 
You've learn'd betimes with a malicious frown, . 
To view each tribe and party but your own. 
And thoſe in whom the flames of hatred burn, 
With equal rage your compliment return, 
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Moſt of your prieſts to endleſs woe condemn 
All thoſe who lay not Shibboleth® like them; 
And more reſent an error in the mind, 

Than vices of the moſt flagicious kind. 


Of either tribe PIl ne'er a member be, 


Who wich each other never can agree. 
PE. 
If mortal man had nothing elſe to fear, 
But human ſcorn and reſentment here: 
Did each of us, as the brute creation muſt, 
For ever mingle with our ancient duſt : 
Had he, who at the firſt our being gave, 
Ne'er fir'd our hopes with life beyond the grave: 
Had virtue ne'er been made the only teſt, 


By which immortal ſpirits can be bleſt ; 


Then might we ſafely all our views confine, 

To modes and manners. friends and gen'rous wine, 
But ahl to man a greater taſk is giv'n, 

T' improve the ſoul, and mould it fit for heav'n. 
Since it is ſo, our ſwift departing hours 
Demand th' exertion of our utmoſt pow'rs; 


17 obey our Creator, and our conſcience right, 


Of greater moment than to be polite, 

POLI TENESS, 
But I could mention ſeveral friends of mine, 
Whoſe hearts to virtue fecretly incline ; 
Their Maker's judgments and his precepts fear, 
Eſteem his worthip, and his laws revere; 
Who bluſh, with conſcious ſhame in your behalf, 
While ſatire dubs you, an untuttor'd calf; 


* A military watch-word uſed by the Gileadites.— 
Sec Judges xii. 6, 


Unknown 
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Unknown to virtues of the ſocial kind, 

A generous ſoul, or ſentiment refin'd. 

Deteſted always in your neighbour's ſight, 

As neither chearful, friendly, nor polite. 
When youthful minds hear virtue thusarraign'd, 

And by your carriage wantonly dildain'd ; 

A path reverſe their eager ſteps purſue, 

And early bid religious thoughts adieu. 

They dread the ſcorn of each licentious knave, 

And ſhrink at flander more than at the grave. 

They choice delib'rately of either two, 


Eternal vengeance than be laugh'd at now: 


Adjudging him, of all, the moſt forlorn, 

Who for religion daily ſuffers ſcorn : 

Whoſe name is toſs'd with contempt thro'the town, 

By ev'ry wit'ling, blackguard, or buffoon. 

Of various ſtigmas you're the fatal cauſe, 

Which vice exulting o'er religion draws : 

To theſe effects your ruſtic manners tend, 

And only wound the cauſe they ſhould defend. 

Your rigid maxims men will {till deſpiſe, 

While wvirtue's dreſt in ſuch pedantic guiſe! 
PIETY. 


Would you adopt the antiquated mode, 


„To join politeneſs with the fear of God;“ 
When you devote as many hours to pray'r 
As Strap conſumes in dreſſing of your hair. 
Without reluctance I'll adopt the plan, 
And blend politeneſs with the pious man: 
But while ſo many graceleſs tops J ſee, 
Like fire and water we will ne'er agree. 
| OCCASIONAL 
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With much regret, the muſe has long beheld- 
Theſe mighty rivals with reſentment ſteel'd; 
With jealous eye cach counteraQts the plan 
Which his opponent ſtudiouſly began ; 

Each views his neighbour's conduct with diſd ui un, 
And attributes it to a troubled brain ; 

With how much freedom might they both unite, 
For each opponent's partly in the right; 
But duſt of prejudice inflames their eyes, 

What both ſhould love, they mutually deſpiſe. 
Ah: could the muſe inſep'rably unite, 

In mutual league the pious and polite ; 

While they're diſmember'd, mortals never can 
Behold a perfect well accompliſh'd man. 

In vain we ſtrive to emulate the mode, 

While we're defective in our love to God; 


Nor can our ſyſtem ever be divine, 


Till candid elegance our thoughts refine. 

Yet Fops of faſhion, full of courtly ſtile, 

Explode religion with a haughty ſmile ; 

While raſtic virtue think'ſt a fin to join 
Accompliſh'd breeding with the laws divine. 
Repugnant paths they eagerly purſue, 

Each has a diff*rent object in his view. 

Averſe to each as much as mortals can; 

One feareth God, another only man. 

They fend the truth with much perſwaſive art, 
Yet each of them contends but for a part. 
Would Virtue and Politenels only join, 

The lovely union would appear divine. _ 
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Ah! could the muſe with ſucceſs interppſe, 
In peace unite theſe irritated foes, 

Were not her feeble council ta'en amiſs, 
Her admonition would beplainly thus ;— 
Let ruſtic virtue meet with open arms, 
Politeneſs dreſt in all its fineſt charms ; 

And none affume to imitate the mode 

Who does not truly fear Almighty God; 
Nor none of them be fo intently prone, 

To blame his neighbour's faults, as mend hisown ; 
Deteſt the noiſe of ſuch polemic thunder, 
And once UNITED ne'er divide ASUNDER | 


The Greed Verſijied. . 
0 God ſupreme I firm believe to be, 


Who is, and was, from all eternity; 
Atmighty Creator of unbounded ſpace, 
Father of me, and all the human race : 

And in Meſſiah, God's eternal Son, 

Who was conceived in a virgin's womb, 
Thro' pow'r ſupernal of the Holy Spirit, 
And by his blood did our redemption merit ; 


Who was by Pilate's ſelf-condemn'd decree, 
With cruel hands nail'd to the ſhametul tree: 


For our offences bow'd his facred head, 

And dwelt within the chambers of the dead, 

But froia the grave the third day he aroſe, 

{4riumphing over death, and all his foes. 

And when his miſſion here on earth did end, 

To God the Vather did at laſt aſcend: 

Enthron'd on high, he fits at God's right hand, 

While heav'n and earth are under his command: 
| From 
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From thence, as Judge, he will at laſt come down, 
When quick and dead ſhall have their fal doom. 

I do believe there is a Holy Ghoſt, 

(A triune God is ſtill my "ths and boaſt: ) 
That ſaints en earth do in communion live: 
'That God, thro? Jeſus, will our fins forgive : 
And that our bodies from the duſt ſhall riſe : 
And in eternal life that never dies, 
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A SOLILOQUY. 


Written in a Country Church-yard, 


TRUCK with religious awe and ſolemn dread, 
view theſe gloomy manſions of the dead. 
Around me tombs in mixt diſorder riſe, 
And in mute language teach me to be wile. 
Time was, theſe aſhes liv'd—a time muſt be 
When others thus may {tand—and look at me; 
Alarming thought! no wonder 'tis we dread 
O'er theſe uncomfortable vaults to tread; 
Where blended lie che aged and the young, 
The rich and poor, an undiſtinguilh” d throng : 
Death conquers all, and time's ſubduing hand 
Nor tombs nor marble ſtatues can withitand, 
Mark yonder aſhes in confuſion ſpread ! 
Compare earth's living tenants with her dead! 
How {triking the reſemblance, yet how jult ! 
Once lite and ſoul inform'd this mals ot duſt ; 
Around theſe bones, now broken and decay'd, 
The ſtreams of lite in various channels play'd : 
Perhaps that ſkull, ſo horrible to view, 
Was ſome fair Wald, ye belles, as fair as you: 
Theſe 
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Theſe hollow ſockets two bright orbs contain'd, 
Where the loves ſported, and in triumph reign'd; 
Here glow'd the lips; there, white as Parian ſtone, 
The teeth, diſpos'd in beauteous order ſhone. 
This is life's goal— no farther can we view; 
Beyond it, all is wonderful and new. | 
Oh deign ! ſome courteous ghoſt, to let us know, 
What we mult ſhortly be—and yon are now! 
Sometimes you warn us of approaching fate; 
Why hide the knowledge of our preſent ſtate? 
With joy behold us tremblingly explore 

Th' unknown gulf, that you can fear no more! 
The grave has eloquence—its lectures teach, 

In filence, louder than divines can preach: 
Hear what it ſays—ye ſons of folly, hear! 

It ſpeaks to you O give it then your ear! 

It bids you lay all vanity aſide : 

O what a lecture this for human pride! 


The clock ſtrikes twelve - how ſolemn is the 
ſound! 
Hark how the ſtrokes from hollow vaults rebound; 
They bid us haſten to be wiſe, and ſhow 
How rapid in their courſe the minutes flow. 
See yonder yew—how high it lifts its head! 
Around their gloomy ſhade the branches ſpread; 
Old and decay'd it ſtill remains a grace, 
And adds more ſolemn horror to the place. 
Whoſe tomb is this? it ſays, *tis Myra's tomb; 
Pluck'd from the world in beauty's faireſt bloom: 
Attend ye fair ! ye thoughtleſs, and ye gay ! 
For Myra dy'd upon her nuptial day! 


The 
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The grave, cold bridegroom ! claſp'd her in its 
arms 
And the worm rioted upon her charms, 


In yonder tomb the old Avro lies; 
Once he was rich—the world eſteem'd him wiſe; 
Schemes unaccompliſh'd labour'd in his mind, 
And all his thoughts were to the world confin'd; 
Death came unlook'd for—from his graſping 
hand, 
Down drop'd his bags and mortgages of land. 
Beneath this ſculptur'd pompous marble ſtone 
Lies youthful Florio, aged twenty-one ; 
Cropt like a flow'r, he wither'd in his bloom, 
Tho” flatt'ring life had promis'd years to come; 
| Ye ſilken ſons! ye Florios of the age, 
Who tread in giddy maze, life's flow'ry ſtage! 
Mark here the end of man, in Florio fee 
What you and all the ſons of earth ſhall be. 


There, low in duſt the vain Hortenſio lies, 

Whoſe ſplendour once we view'd with envious 
eyes; | 

Titles — arms his pompous marble grace, 
Wich a long hiſt'ry of his noble race: 
Still after death his vanity ſurvives, 
And on his tomb all of Hortenſio lives. 
Around me as I turn my wand'ring eyes, 
Unnumber'd graves in awful proſpect riſe, 
Whoſe ſtones ſay only when their owners dy'd, 
If young. or aged, and to whom ally'd. 
On others pompous epitaphs are ſpread, 
In mem'ry of the virtues of the dead: 


O! 
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O! waſte of praiſe, ſince flatt' ring or ſincere, 

The judgment-day alone will make appear. 

How ſilent is this little ſpot of ground! 

How melancholy looks each object round! 

Here man diflolv'd in ſhatter'd ruin lies, 

So faſt aſleep—as if no more to riſe ; 

'Tis ftrange to think how theſe dead bones can 
live, | 

Leap into form, and with new heat revive; 

Or how this trodden earth to life ſhall wake, 

Know its old place, its former figure take ! 

But whence theſe fears? when the laſt trumpet 
ſounds | 

Thro' heav'n's expanſe, to earth's remoteſt 
bounds, 

The dead ſhall quit theſe tenements of clay, 

And view again the long extinguiſh'd day: 

It muſt be ſo—the ſame Almighty pow'r 

From duſt who form'd us, can from duſt reſtore, 

Chear'd with this pleaſing hope, I ſafely truſt 

Jehovah's pow'r to raiſe me from the duſt ; 

On his unfailing promiles rely, 

And all the horrors of the grave defy. 


The Commandments. —irſt Ver ſion. 
uy NE God ſupreme thou only ſhalt adore, 


2 Nor once the aid of idols e'er implore. 
3 Unlawſul ſwearing conſtantly refrain: 
4 The holy Sabbath never do profane. 
5 With filial love thy parents honour ſtill; | 
6 Anger ſuppreſs, leſt thou thy neighbour kill. 2M 
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7 All lewd temptations carefully decline, 
8 Nor in the leaſt another's right purloin. 
9 In witneſs bearing never ſpeak a lie, 
10 Nor yet thy neighbour's happineſs envy. 


Second Ferſion. 
„INE God there is, ſupremely great and 
juſt. 5 
Him only ſhalt chou fear, obey, and truſt. 


2 Nor let auother of his glory ſhare, 
By making unto idols fruitleſs pray'r. 


3 Ne'er take thy Maker's glorious name in vain» 
To be polite, thou muſt not be profane. 


4 With holy rev'rence ſpend the ſabbath day, 
Attend on worſhip, meditate and pray. 


5 If thou would'ſt of his laſting bleſſings ſhare, 
thy aged parents conſtantly revere. 


6 Supprels thy rage, nor murder ever try, 
For murder'd blood does ſtill for vengeance cry. 


7 Shun lewd temptations, and the harlot's train, 
They are ſhort pleaſures, but a laſting pain. 


8 Let j:Fice ſhine thro' all thy actions bright, 
Nor in the leaſt invade another's right. 


Let unbrib'd conſcience thy diQtator be, 
And ſtudiouſly from perjuration flee. 


10 Reſign'd to God, and likewiſe to thy lot, 
Thy neighbour's wife, or riches covet not. 
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Third Verſion. 
* * A TTEND, O mortal man! behold and fee, 
s No other Gods can be compar'd to me. 


2 No ſculptur'd image can regard thy cry, 
No idol can thy daily wants ſupply. 


3 Vengeance awaits the careleſs and profane, 
Who wantonly expreſs my name in vain. 


þ 4 In true devotion, {till one day of ſev'n, 
Jo God thy maker mult be firictly giv'n. 


s Emblems of me, from whom all bleilings flow, 
Thou to thy parents ſtill muſt honour ſhew. 


6 Reſtrain thy paſſion, nor let anger burn 
Within thy breaſt, left it to murder turn. 


7 Still ſhun with care the wanton hariot's bed, 
To ſwift deſtruction all her pleaſures lead. 


8 Uſe no deception tho' thy heart incline, 
} Nor in the leaſt thy neighbour's goods purloin. 


9 Let truth within thy lips be daily found, 
Nor once another s reputation wound, 


10 Tho' on thy neighbour plenty {ill attends, 
Be thou content with what my wiſdom ſends. 


The Lord's Prayer.—Firf? Verſion “. 
$0 REAT Parent of the univerſal frame, 
May ev'ry creature love and fear thy 
| name; | 
The different verſiications of this inimitable model 
of Prayer, as well as the three preceding verſions of the 
Decalogue, were chietly compoſed by the author with 2 
view to attract the attention of the younger clais of his 
readers; as he humbly conccives they will not be impro- 
per leltons for children to commit to memo: y, 
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May Satan's kingdom conſtantly decline, 
And on its ruins firm eſtabliſh thine : 
To earth's wide empire let thy grace be giv'n 
To do thy will as angels do in heav'n ; 
From thee, O Lord! ſupremely great and good, 
We aſk, and ſtill receive our daily food: 
| Forgive our long contracted debts, by grace, 
As we th' inſolvent from the jail releaſe : 
Teach us to ſhun where'er temptation lies, Dd 
| Whether unmalk'd, or yet in ſecret guiſe ; 
And when involv'd in fin, or pain, or grief, 
| Exert thy pow'r and ſend us quick relief. 
'To thee the pow'r and glory do pertain, 
As was, and is, and ſhall be ſtill, Amen. 


Second Verſion. 


* * A LMIGHTY Father, Lord of earth and ) 
heav'n, 

May all ſubmiſſion to thy name be giv'n; 

Extend thy kingdom, and thy mighty ſway; 

As thoſe in heav'n, may we on earth obey. 

Qur mod'rate wants we humbly aſk from thee, 

But give us neither wealth nor poverty ;” 

Forgive, in mercy, all our ſins below, 

As we forgiveneſs unto others ſhew : 

Preſerve us from temptation ev'ry hour, 
Nor leave us to the rage of Satan's pow'r; 

For thine's the kingdom, glory, pow'r and praiſe, 

And ſhall be {til}, thro” everlaſting days. 


Third 
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Third Verſion, 
. * of heav'n and earth ſupreme, 


By whom we move and live; 


All rev? rence to thy holy name 


May ev'ry creature give. 
II. 
Extend thy kingdom ev'ry day, 
And let thy grace be giv'n, 
That ſaints on earth may thee obey, - 
As angels do in heav'n. 
III. 
O thou! whoſe wiſdom underſtands. 
Whate'er thy creatures need, 
Tis from thy all-ſupporting hands, 
We ſeek our daily bread. 


IV. 


Forgive our ſins while here below, 
(Tis by thy grace we live) 


And ſtill to us ſuch mercy ſhew, 


As we to others give. 


V.. 
That we, *gainſt thee may never ſin, 
Nor on it ſet our eyes; 
O! let us never come within 
The place where evil lies. 
VI. 
The kingdom, pow'r, and glory's thine, . 
And ſhall be ever more: 
Let ſaints and angels ſtill combine, 
Thy goodnels to adore, 
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Fourth Verkon, 
#*LOATHER of all, by heav'n and earth a- 
dor'd, | 
Supremely great, and univerſal Lord, 
Thro' ev'ry age, in ev'ry place, the ſame. 
Be rev'rence paid to thy Almighty name. 
May all ſubmiſſive to thy great command, 
On earth below, as ſaints in heaven ſtand, 
Advance the gracious kingdom of thy Son, 
And to his ſtandard let all nations come. 
From time to time we on thy grace rely, 
Do thou with food our daily wants ſupply. 
Extend thy mercy and our fins remit, 
As we, by grace, forgive our neighbour's debt. 
From Satan guard our footſteps ev'ry day, 
Nor let us yield unto temptation's ſway ; 
For pow'r and glory do belong to thee, 
As was, and is, and ever more ſhall be. 
Fifth Verſion. 
1 LMIGHTY Father, Lord of heav'n, 
All glory to thy name be giv'n ; 
Promote the kingdom of thy Son, 
And let thy will on earth be done. 
Thou ſource of life, ſupremely good, 
Give us this day our daily food ; 
And conſtantly our ſins forgive, 
As we do thoſe with whom we live, 
From evil guard us ev'ry hour, 
Nor leave us in temptation's pow'r ; 
To thee belong, thro' endleſs day, 
The kingdom, plory, and the ſway. 


Sixth 
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Sixth Verſion. 
of HOU ever gracious univerſal Sire, | 
May filial honour ſtill be paid to thee 
Let all that dwell in heav'n and earth conſpire 
To praiſe thy name in ſacred harmony. 


Il. 
May ev'ry nation own thy rightful ſway; 
Be juſt allegiance to thy ſceptre giv'n; 
Be human mortals careful to obey 
Thy ſacred will, as angels do in heav'n. 


III. 
O thou ! to whom the hungry ravens cry, 
From whom the lions daily food implore; 
Our needful wants from time to time ſupply, 
From thy abundant never-fading ſtore. 


„ 


May we compaſſionate our greateſt foe, 


In bonds of peace let us united be; 
And ſuch forgiveneſs ev'ry neighbour ſhew, 
As we expect, impartial Judge, from thee. 
V. . 
Where'er temptations ſpread their fatal ſnare, 
And ev'ry luring artifice diſplay, 
Do thou conduct, by thy parental care, 
Our footſteps always in the perfect way. 


VI. 
To the uncreated Majeſty of heav'n, 
Whoreigns ſupreme throughout infinite ſpace z 
Let cealeleſs adoration ſtill be giv'n, 
When time has run its circumſcribed race. 


An 
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An Advice. 
„ I HOEVER would his reputation ſave, 
And bear itſpotleſs with him to the grave, 

Take this advice as your prudential guide, 

Familiar converſe frequently avoid *. 

An unreſerved man is ſeldom ſeen 

To hold his neighbour's permanent efteem ; 

For if familiar converſe you indulge, 

And then at random all your thoughts divulge ; 

*Tis ten to one but this ſhall be your lot, 

To be deſpiſed as a ſimple ſot. 

Thro' too much freedom in your converſation, 

You leſſen in your neighbour's eſtimation ; 

By flow degrees your weakneſs you diſcloſe, 

Till all your foibles ev'ry neighbour knows. 

Whatever ignorance you have reveal'd, 

You know your ſtlence might have well con- 
ceal'd ; | 

For 'tis a maxim both with old and young, 

A fool is wiſe as langs he holds his tongue. 


Benevolence. 
on Ss HEN from the ſource of life I ſtill ſurvey 
Jehovah's bounty running ev'ry day; 
When I behold his undeſerved grace 
To me, the worſt of all the fallen race; 
How great's the debt which I to mercy owe? 
Whole gifts to me perpetually flow: 


The author does not here mean to inſinuate, either di- 
rectly or indirectly, that we are to uſe hypocrily or yet 
diſſimulation; but only to blend a little of the wiſdom of 
the ſerpent with the innocence of the dove; which, to 
every inconſiderate perſon, mult be a feaſonable cavear. 

Since 
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Since my returning wants are thus ſupply'd, 
'That none for ſoul nor body are deny'd ; 

Thy gifts to others freely Ill impart, 

Nor unſupply'd let indigence depart ; 

The hoary head, the blind, the lame, the poor, 
In fruitleſs time ſhall ne'er attend my door; 
For all I give, or get, or do poſſeſs, 

Come from the Parent of the human race: 
Then why ſhould I at all unwilling be 

To give to others what God gives to me ! 


An Eſtimate of human Happineſs. i 
NN UMBER'D crowds are daily on the 


road 
| That leads from grief's to happineſs' abode. 
With pleaſing hope they view the ſhining prize, 
But as they run the gilded phantom flies: 
Prom morn to noon, from youth to age theychace, 
} With one purſuit, in — of happineſs; 
Unpleas'd with paſt, expecting ſtill to draw 
More comfort from the time they never ſaw; 
Strange coz'nage this! that men their thoughts 

employ 
On what they want, and not what they enjoy. 
Repentance. 

Cloud of guilt's impending o'er my mind, 
My foullock'd up byconſcious ſin confin'd, 
Far from that peaceful quietude of heart, 
Which Jeſus does to faithful ſouls impart. 
Thou monfter fin! thou en'my of my peace! 
By thee I'm ſunk in ſorrow and diſgrace. 
: Ab. fooliſh ſelf-deceiver that I've been, 
| 
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Whoſe | 
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Whoſe blinded eyes, till now, have never ſeen 
That dreadful precipice of ruin's brink, 


From which my guilty ſoul did almoſt ſink 


Into that gulf where demons muſt remain, 
By God's decree conſign'd to endleſs pain. 
O! were my ſoul at laſt from fin ſet free; 
How glad, how thanktul, would my ſpirit be! 
With heart exulting, and with longs of praiſe, 
I'd reſt in peace, and ſpend my uaſting days. 
Until made meet for happinels divine, 
Then ſhould I cheerfully my breath reſign, 
And land at laſt on heav'n's eternal ſhore, 
Where fin, and grief, and pain, are felt no more, 


A Thought on Sickneſs. 

* V HEN growing ſickneſs (till increaſe the 
tears, 
And death with all his fatal train appears, 
By turns the ſenſes wiſhfully incline, 
To have the lawyer, ſurgeon, and divine : 
Nor eaſe, nor comfort from the neareſt friend; 
Strangers, unwelcome viſitants, offend; 
And while in vain he panteth after eaſe, 
The molt aitentive ſervant cannot pleaſe, 
Converſing tires him, to be filent grieves ; 
That all ⁊re foes he frequently believes. 
Wiſhful to know of ev'ry one their mind, 
Whether he be for lite or death deſign'd : 
With ghaſtly looks he ſtares you in the face, 
Impatient, aſks your thoughts about his cafe. 
His tormer vices, join'd to preſent care, 
With poignant darts {till drive him to deſpair ; 
Anxious 
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Anxious to find a cordial for his pain, 
For help he cries, but {till he cries in vain. 
His titles, riches, dignity and pow'r, 
How vain, how uſeleſs, in this awful hour. 
Ye, who enjoy your health and active pow'rs, 
What's his to day, to-morrow may be yours. 


Contentment. 

* O all the bleſſings men enjoy below, 
Contentment is the greateſt that we know; 

For ev'ry man, in cv'ry age and clime, 

Eſteems contentment as a thing divine, 

To find it out ambition for his guide 

Takes with him fame, with ſelf-eſteem and pride; 

While awv'rice cries he's frequently been told, 

Contentment lies in hoarded bags of gold ; 

Ebriety declares, contentment joins 

Itſelf to thoſe who quaff the richeſt wines; 

Learning maintains 'tis with the ſtudious ſage, 

Who for contentment hunts the folio page. 

Thus, ev'ry ruling paſſion more or leſs, 

Is {till purſuing after happineſs ; 

While each regrets that all their labours tend 

To baulk their expectations in the end. 

But he that wants to find this hidden prize, 
Muſt ſearch the chamber where true virtue lies; 
"Tis there contentment makes its chief abode; 
'The way to virtue is the way to God! 


Avarice and Ambition. 
„O live above your ſtation plainly ſhews 


How far your proud and haughty ſpirit 
goes; | 


To 
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To live below it, ſhews a narrow mind ; 
Therefore avoid extremes of ev'ry kind. 


Envy and Detradtion. 
STEEM and merit libertines envy, | 
Butnevertread the path in which they lie ; 
When men deſpair to raiſe their worth or — 
»Tis then they try to blaſt another's name. 
For none eyes merit with a peeviſh frown, 
But ſuch as have no merit of their own. 


The Life of Pleaſure. 
IVE while you live, the Epicure will ſay, 
And take the pleaſures of the preſent day: 
Live while you live, the ſacred prophet cries, 
And give to God each moment as it flies. 
Lord, in my view, let both united be; 
I live in pleaſicre when I live to thee! 


89 * 
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Anger and Revenge. 

© Clown the flames of anger faſt, 

Sure in repentance anger ends at laſt; 
For if your paſſion you can ne'er ſubdue, 
Remember paſſion ſoon will vanquiſh you. 
When men in quarrels frequently engage, 
What reaſon wants they make it up in rage; 
Revengetul anger no reſtriction knows, 
Strokes follow words, and murder follows blows. 
Therefore let mildneſs in your carriage ſhine ; 
To. err is human; to forgive divine! 


Education. 
* HIS is the beſt employ a man can ad, 
Jo rule his paſhons and improve his mind; 
*I'was 


„ 


Toas rightly judged of an ancient ſage“, 

Who bade youth learn what they ſhould doin age; 
For this is learning's ultimate deſigg 

That wit and virtue in our hearts might join; 
Whoe'er attends not to this golden rule 

Is either vicious, or a ſottiſh fool. 


Cruelty and Oppreſſion. 

„UR virtue, truth, and ſpotleſs innocence, 

Againſt tyrannic pow'r are no defence; 
If force and malice ſhall their pow'r unite, 
When they accuſe, their accuſation's right. 
Force rules the world, and bends and breaks its 

laws, 

And makes the worſt an equitable cauſe ; 
In fruitleſs toil for Juſtice we purſue, 
While our opponent's Judge and party too. 
Our laws (as fpider's webs the flies enthral) 
Oft catch the light, but let the weighty fall, 
In vain the /amb enjoys the better cauſe, 
While ſtill the 20 / retains the ſtrongeſt paws. 


The Grave, 

*, 71S herethe fool, the wiſe, the low, the high, 

In mix'd diſorder and in ſilence lie; 
Here kings and ſtateſmen unregarded dwell ; 
Forget their ſtations in this gloomy cell. 
The mighty prince who never ſaw his peer, 
O*ercome by death, has made his chamber here; 
We ſaw of late his high aſpiring mind, 


Io vaſt dominions ↄould not be confin'd ; 


* Ageſilaus. 
P 0 Yet 
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Vet here, alas! he ſeeks his laſt retreat; 
Peſigns the pomp and ſplendour of the great. 
The gen'ral that in triumph left the field 
Did here, to death, his life and honours yield. 
O mighty death! who can thy pow'r outbrave, 
When kings lie vanquiſh'd in this ſilent grave? 
If in their ſtead a vaſſal might ſuffice, 
Their names and honours would immortalize? 
Could warlike bands cauſe thee to diſappear, 
Sure theſe great men would never have come here. 
Iii here all ranks in equal balance poize, 
Vor with the maſter, here the ſervant lies. 
O! humbling thought, mult pride be thus diſgrac'd; 
Are all diſtinctions here at laſt effac'd ? 
In this dark cavern hes a hoary head, 
That long has wiſh'd to number with the dead 
Tis now his ſickneſs and his ſorrows end; 
In death he found his beſt and only friend: 
ITo more beneath lite's weighty load he goes, 
But in this chamber finds a quiet repoſe. 
Here with the aged lies a lovely boy, 
His father's darling, and his mother's joy: 
Yet death, regardleſs of the parent's tears, 
Snatch*d him away while in the bloom of years; 
With mournful hearts the rueful way they tread, 
And leave their child within this filent bed. 
Io! here the gay, the fam'd Miranda lies, 
On whom of late each gallant fix'd his eyes, 
That lovely frame, ſo much its owner's boaſt, 
Is in this grave thro” putrefaction loſt. 
Ye airy prudes, who ſtill yourſelves adore, 
The gay Miranda's beauty is no more, 
Here 
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Here lies the Hector, whoſe unrivall'd ſtrength 
The waſting hand of time cut down at length; 
Who death nor danger never once did fear, 
Cruſh'd by the feeble moth hes mould'ring here. 

Lucretta here among this duſt 1 find, 

Whoſe late contracted and penurious mind, 
Unmov'd by indigence or ſorrow's cry, 
Did ſtill his aid to helpleſs want deny: 
Who as a factor for his thriftleſs heir, 

A vaſt extenſive fortune did prepare: 


Behold the wild, the thoughtleſs youth rejofce, - 


When death in ſilence clos'd his father's eyes: 
How would Lucretta's peeviſh heart be pain'd, - 
To ſee ſuch waſte of what he dearly gain'd. 
Here in this grave CLucretta I behold, 
Depriv'd of all his hoarded bags of gold. 
While bending o'er this venerable urn, 
My thoughts towards my diſſolution turn: 
The fatal hour is faſt approaching nigh, 
When I with theſe ſhall undiſtinguiſh'd lie. 
O! thou who role triumphant o'er the grave, 
My foul in that important moment fave ; 
When I depolite here this mortal clay, 
Reccive my ſoul to everlaſting day! 


The viſion. Job iv. 12,—21. 
TEA AS at the dark and filent hour of night, 
When airy viſioas ſkim before the ſight ; 
When men entranc'd in  balmy ſleep are laid, 
And deeper ſlumbers ev'ry ſenſe invade; 


A voice, ſhrill ſounding, pierc'd my liſt' ning ear, 


The. ſolemn accent {till methiaks 1 hear. 
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And lo! aroſe before my wond'ring eyes; 
A ſhapeleſs ſpectre of ſtupendons fize ; 
Sullen, it me approach'd with awful grace, 
And frowning dreadful ſtar'd me in the face. 
Deep funk my heart, my hair erected ſtood, 
And ſweaty drops my ſhaking limbs bedew'd, 
At length a voice the ſolemn ſilence broke, 
And thus, in hollow tone, the phantom ſpoke : 
What art thou, mortal man, thou breathing clod I ö 
Thou dar ing rival of thy author God? 

Is then th is heap of animated duſt 

Pure as his maker? as his maker juſt ? 

What are the gifts to human nature giv'n, 
That man uſurps the attributes of heav'n? 

Th' angelic hoſts that on the Gedhead wait, 
And iſſue forth his miniſters of fate; 

Not of themſelves perform his great command, 
But on his guidance and o'er-ruling hand. 
Shall then preſumptous man his actions ſway, | 
This lordly tenant of a lump of clay ? | 
Who from a ſordid maſs derives his birth, 

And drops again into his mother earth; 

Whoſe carcaſe moul'dring in the filent tomb, 
Dexouring reptiles mangle and conſume, 

Look round the :rface of this earthly ball, 

See grandeur vaniſh, and ev'n nations fall } 

What millions die, the race of being run, 
Between the riſing and the ſetting ſun! 

See man each hour reſign his fleeting breath, 

And fink unheaded in the jaws of death! 

Thus falls thy boaſted wiſdom, mortal man, 

A cloud its ſubſtance, and its date a ſpan! 


Thy 
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Thy-ſhort perfection on thy life depends; 
At death's great period all thy knowledge ends. 


Raſh Fudg ment. | 
* * HAT numbers raſhly judge beforethe 
* \ V . y JUCE F 
They hate the man and yet they know not why; - 
Without e'er knowing if there's greater cauſe, 
For rigid cenſure than for juſt applauſe. 
We pin our faith unto our neighbour's ſleeves, 
What raſhneſs ſays, credulity believes, 
When our averſion ſprings from ſuch a ſpirit, 
How often falls it on the man of merit. 
If glaring facts at laſt the truth unfold, 
We bluſh to own the fictions we have told. 
No right excuſe for this can we advance, 
But only blame our own precipitance. - 


Contentment. 


of * FF thoughtleſs man could only reaſon right, 
And view each object in its proper light; 
If, with compaſhon, we would trouble eye „5 
As often as we happineſs envy, 
Imaginary wants would be forgot, 
And all would be contented with their lot. 


Divine Power. Ro 

1 * HEN roaring tempeſts all their forcestry, I 

'Y With toſſing billows mounting to the ſky, DB 
Thy mighty voice reclaims their ſwelling pride, | 
And calms the ſurges of the foaming tide. 
The tempeſt dies upon the peaceful ſhore; 
At thy command its waves are heard no more. 
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The clouds and ſkies obey thy ſov'reign will, 
And from their bottles all our rivers fill : 
Impell'd by thy command, their fatneſs pours 
On ev'ry herb and field in balmy ſhow'rs : 
The wand' ring clouds, the hail, the feather'd ſnow, 
Thy boundleſs pow'r and wiſdom plainly ſhow. 

| ope. 
9 HAT tho' misfortune clouds our men- 
tal joys, 
While fleeting here, our peace of mind deſtroys: 
Inſpiring hope recruits our languid mind 
Of future reſt, when here no more confin'd; 
Amidſt the gloomy ſhades of midnight grief, 
Theſe expectations chear with freſh relief; 
Such hopes expel our fear when once begun, 
As noxious damps before the riſing ſun : 
This day our ſpirits, if depreſt with ſorrow, 
Muſt reſt in hope, expecting eaſe to-morrow 
If we next day fhould no relief obtain, 
We muſt renew our hope and truſt again. 
"Thus, weath'ring out the tempeſt's raging tide, 
With patient hope in Jeſus ſtill confide ; 
Whoſe word and pow'r do mutually engage, 


To clothe's with ſtrength, or elſe our grief aſſuage; 


H thus the Lord our patience fortify, 

Then death, and grief, and pain, we may defy: 
We're here like ſhips by raging tempeſts toſs'd, 
While on. our paſſage to th? eternal coaſt: 

But ſov'reign pow'r conducts the toſſing helm, 
And guides our ſouls beyond afffiction's harm; 
Such pregnant hopes our feeble winds ſuſtain, 
Till we ar laſt the heav'nly prize attain : 


Then 
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Then faith will end in never fading fight, 


And hope be loſt in permanent delight. 
Univerſal Praiſe. 
of O thee, Almighty ſov'reign of the ſkies, 
Our loudeſt praiſe in grateful accents rife. 


To thee, O ſource of life | the earth's whole frame, 


Proclaim in higheſt ſtrains immortal fame : 
Thy ſaints above their heav'nly pow'rs exert, 
And in thy praiſes bear a chearful part: 

'Fhe holy prophets join this heav*nly choir, 
While faithful martyrs in the ſong conſpire;. 
All nature tunes her ſweeteſt notes to thee, 
And ſounds her voice in ſacred harmony. 
Preſerve, O Lord, and daily guide our. ways, 
Thro' ev'ry period of our waſting days; 
Prote& our ſouls this day from ey'ry ill, 

And may thy word and grace our ſpirits fill; 
At laſt receive us to the bleſt above, 

To praiſe, with them, thy everlaſting love. 


- _Univer/al Praiſe to God. 
* WAKE my ſoul, thy grateful tribute 
A ia. ry 
Proclaim the praiſe of heav'n's eternal Kin 
Whoſe boundleſs love, thro' boundleſs f 
appears 
In ev'ry ſeaſon of the rolling years. 


5 a 


Pace, 


Where-c'er I turn theſe wand'ring thoughts of 


mine, 
Thy pow'r, thy wiſdom, and thy goodneſs ſhine; 
Thro' all the concave of the ſtarry ſkies 
Thy wildom ſhines before my raviſh'd eyes. 


The 
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The winds confeſs thy univerſal ſway; 

The night proclaims thy glory to the day; 

The waves and ſeas thy mighty pow'r extol, 
And loudly found thy praiſe from pole to pole; 
The froſt, the rain, the hail, the feather'd ſnow, 
(Theſe faithful ſervants of thy will-below,) 
Proclaim thy glory as they quickly fly 

Thro' earth's wide empire from the lofty {ky ; 
The plumy tribes, thoſe tenants of the air, 

To thee a ſong of grateful thanks prepare, 

To thee the ſavage monſters of the wood 

Pay thankful homage for their daily food: 

Yea ev'ry mouth's a trumpet for thy fame, 
To ſound the praiſe of thine eternal name; 

Be this my chief, my ultimate deſire, 

That mine ſtill mingle with that blefſed choir. 


Common Swearing. 


if A A COMMON ſwearer tells his neighbour 
plain, 

«-To truſt my bare aſſertion would be vain ; 

My ſimple word's incredible I fear, 

No man believes me if I do not ſwear: 

While your mere word eſtabliſhes a truth, 

Mine coſts me ſtill the ſanction of an oath.” 
In vain you reaſon with a ſwearing fool, 

But turn his thoughtleſs oaths to ridicule. 

From common oaths my neighbours to affright, 

I only ſay that phraſe is unpolite; 

And ſtill I hold it as a maxim clear, 

A.common wearer is a common. liar ! 


Compaſſion. 
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Compaſſion. 
| PRs the forrows of a poor old man, 
Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him te 
your door, 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan, 
Oh! give relief, and 8 nwill bleſs your Rore, 


Theſe tatter'd cloaths — poverty beſpeak, 
Thoſe hoary locks proclaim my lengthen'd 
years; 
And many a furrow in my grief-worn cheek 
Has been the * 1 a flood of tears. 
Yon houſe erected on the riſing ground, 
With tempting aſpe& drew me from my road 
For plenty there a reſidence has found, 
And grandeur a Is 0s abode, 


Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor! 
Here as I crav'd a morſel of their bread, 
A pamper'd menial drove me from the door 


To ſeek a ſhelter 1 in a humbler ſhade, 
*, 


Oh! take me to your 'hoſpitable dome ; : 

Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold! 
Short is my paſſage to the fries. ly tomb, 

For 1 am poor, and 3 old. 
Should I reveal the ſources of my grief, 

If ſoft humanity e'er touch'd your breaſt, 
Your hands would not with-hold the kind relief, 
And tears of pity would not be repreſt. - 

VI. Heav'n 
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Vil; 
Heav'n ſends misfortunes; why ſhould we re- 
ine ? 
"Tis heav'n has brought me to the ſtate you ſee; 
And your condition may be ſoon like mine, 
The child of ſorrow and of miſery. 
: $5 
A littls farm was my parental lot, 
Then like the lark I ſprightly hail'd the morn; 
But ah! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cot, 
My cattle died, and blighted was my corn. 
IX. 
My daughter, once the comfort of my age, 
Lur'd by a villain from her native home, 
Is caſt abandon'd on the world's wide ſtage, 
And doom'd in ſcanty poverty to roam. 


My tender wife, ſweet ſmoother of my care, 
Struck wich ſad anguiſh at the ſtern decree, 
Fell, ling'ring fell, a victim to deſpair, 
And left the world to wretcchedneſs and me. 
XI. 
Pity the ſorrows of a poor old man, 


Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him toyour 


door, 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan, 
Ob! give relief, and heav'n will bleſs your ſtore. 
| Company. 
„ HEN from the noiſy croud I am re- 
| tir'd, 
And with my book and meditation fir'd ; . 


When 


© Theſe ſhall go away into everlaſting Puniſhment.” 
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When no companion reſts within my houſe, * 

Then ſelf and Satan only can ſeduce. 
But when with man I frequently converſe, | 
My ſnares and dangers commonly increaſe : 1 
*Tis plainly clear to the obſerving eyes, 

Snares with companions almoſt fall and riſe. 


Jeſus weeping over Lazarus grave. 


EE matchleſs love in ſacred torrents ſhine, 
And fun'ral honours paid with drops * 


Truth and Diſſimulation. 85 
5 always is conſiſtent with the Y 
mind, | 


And ever ready on our lips we find; | 
Fearleſs its honeſt countenance to ſhow, 

It frequently drops out before we know. 
Whereas a lie ſtill leaves a check behind; 

An indication of a guilty mind, 

For lies on conſcience never will intrude, 
While one needs twenty more to make it good. 


Matth. xxv. 46. 
T HESE now with ſorrow leave the judg- 


ment- ſeat, 
While each prepares his fearful doom to meet; 
Where the wide furnace all its flames diſplay, 


Raging impatient for their deſtin'd prey. 


What ſhrieks are heard amidit the roaring flames, 
Fy force extorted from their riſing pains : 
While 
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While all the pow'rs of heav'n againft them riſe, 
Blind to their tears, and deaf to all their cries. 
In deep deſpair their tremblmg eye-balls roll; 
Their outward aſpect ſpeaks their anguiſh'd ſoul. 
Deſpair and madneſs now begin to riſe, 

While ev'ry beam of hope and comfort dics. 
There no reſpite, no mterval of pain, 

Do theſe condemned malefactors gain: 

Their endleſs torments all aur thoughts tranſcend, 
As great in nature, laſting without end: 

Stifled in ſmoke and flames they helpleſs lie, 
And gnaw their chains thro? everlaſting day. 
And as their pain, ſo does their pow'r increaſe, 

And panting for, they flee from happineſs. 


No aleviation of their pains is giv'n, 
No ray of hope from any point of heav'n ; 
Chain'd in this burning pool to endleſs pain, 

By God's decree for ever to remain; 

In fruitleſs pray*'r they conſtantly implore 

The rapid flames to give their burning o'er : 
Wiſhing each day they will at laſt expire, 

But ever live in everlaſting fire: 

Tach panting, groaning, {till beneath his load, 
And flecing from a ſin-gvenging God. 

See how their ſmoke and torments ſtiil aſcend, 
_ While racking pains increaſe that never end. 

If only, when ten thouſand years expire; 

It would abate the raging of the fire; 

How would that chink of hope their fouls revive 
In expeQation of a full reprive. 


But 
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But here, alas! with ſtill increaſing pains, 


"They muſt abide in everlaſting chains. 


« But the righteous into Liſe eternal.''——— 


Matth, xxv. 40. 


Bu %, HE faithful friends of Jeſus now prepare, 


His kingdom, ſceptre, crown, and joy 
to ſhare; 

Exulting thro” the regions of the ſky, 
'Fheſe heirs of glory now in triumph fly ; 
Aſcend on wings of everlaſting love, 
To take poſſeſſion of their thrones above ; 
And as they mount in rapt'rous joy they ſing, 
While heaven's wide extended porches ring. 
Attending Cherubs there rejoicing ſtand, 
Anxious to meet, and hail this welcome band : 
While unknown pleaſures here in fountains riſe 
Before their joytul, wond'ring, raviſh'd eyes : 
Their, golden harps with chearful hands they 


ſtring, 


Jo ſound the praiſe of heav'n's eternal Ting: 


In robes of grandeur and of glory ſhine, 

And baſk in beams of endleſs love divine : 

Here from the fount of never ending joy, 

They drink the ſtreams of bliſs that never cloy. 

New ſcenes of wonder to their eyes appear, 

Lach former myſt'ry is unfolded here. 

With ſongs of praile they bleſs the happy hour, 

In which their ſouls reſign'd to Jeſus? pow'r. 

The fruits of all their former toil they ſhare, 

Find a reward for ev'ry fervent pray'r. 
« Nor 


[38:3 


Nor pain, nor fickneſs, e'er approach them here; 


No frightſul doubting, no tormenting fear: 
Far from the pow'r of Satan, death, or fin, 
Where no malignant foe can enter in. 
Here Jeſus wipes away their former tears; 
No tenant here a plaintive aſpect wears. 


Their golden days they conſtantly employ 


In taſting freſh, and {till increaſing joy. 

Still joining with the bleſt angelic choir, 

io laud their King their ſaered lips conſpire : 
No gloomy ſhades theſe fearleſs ſouls affright, 
For darkneſs there reſigns its pow'r to light: 


No want, no wiſh, no hope unſatisfy'd, 


No gift, no favour, no requeſt deny'd. 
And as their bliſs will {till increaſing be, 0 
It ſhall endure thro' all eternity. c 


Izfidelity. 


#6 W can believe that God abhorreth ſin, 
And yet regardleſs perſevere therein? 

What man believes that God's omniſcient eyes, 

View all his conduct here beneath the ſkies ? 


And fearleſs, ſtill in ſecret vice delight, 


If he can ſcreen it from his neighbour's ſight, 
Sure ſuch ſeli-blinded mortals have forgot, 
That vengeance from his hands will be their lot. 
If God be juſt, and if his word be true, 

None ſerve their vices and their Mater too! 


The 
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The Sono of the TurEE CHILDREN 


Paraphraſed. 


0 all ye Works of the Lord, &c. praiſe bim! 


| that lifeleſs being merely have, 
With thoſe that vegetate and yield increaſe; 


Beings to whom your author ſenſes gave, 
And you who mind and intellect poſſeſs, 


Quit your diſtinctions of degree and kind, 


Riſe, and in ſacred raptures all unite, 
To praiſe for ever that eternal mind, 


Who daily bleſſes all with mercies infinite. 


| * | 
O ze Angeli of the Lord, &'c. 


Immortal ſubſtances above! 
Princes obedient! Seraphs bright ! 
For ever burning with exalted love! 


Intelligential rays of the great ſource of light ; 
Hoſts of the jealous God! etherial bands, 
Who point his thunderbolts as he commands 


Splendid courtiers of the (kies, 
Watchful guards of innocence, 
Who guide us here, and waft us hence 

Angels, dependent deities, 


Praiſe him, whoſe height your ſharpeſt ken tran- 


ſcends, 


Whom not the firſt- born ſeraph comprehends. 


P 2 


III. O 


(-: 40 -) 


„ 
Q ye Heavens, &c. 
Amazing fabric of the ſkies! 
Arch'd azure roof, thick ſet with living fires, 
With orbs unnumber'd of unmeaſur'd ſize; 
Which human art in vain to view aſpires : 
Vaſt amphitheatre of boundleſs ſpace, 
Where worlds of light rug their commanded 
race; 
In time and meaſure muſically move, 
and thro' variety of figures rove ; 
Yet keep unwearied their unerring ways, 
In you your author wrote his awful name 
tn laſting characters of flame, 
In th' univerſal language, in a hand 
Which all may read, all nations underſtand, 
Thro' your wide regions praiſe to him begiv'n, 
Who fix'd his cverlaſting throne in the empy- 
rean heav'n. 
IV. 
O ye Waters that be above the Firmament, &c. 
Celeſtial waters, who at God's command, 
Exalted by his Spirit upwards tlew, 
Above the ſirmament's expanded blue, 
And leit groſs ocean and inferior land. 
Parent of elements, primeveal cold, 
Who rais'it to fix*d repoſe and eaſe ; 
With pity from your heights behold 
Your little agitated ſiſter ſeas, 
Whole waves now riſe, and now ſubſide, 
Toſs'd by wind, and daſh'd by tide, 
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To whom your ſtores auxiliary you lent 
'The rebel ſturdy giant race, 
And giant fins from earth t'-efface, 

And drown the ancient world, diſdaining to re- 

ent. 

Ehen at the riſing of a new 
And better offspring, quickly you 

Back to your lofty ſeats obediently withdrew: 
Ye ſure foundations of heav'ns proclaim 
Your Maker's ever- during name; 

In your ſtill eloquence his praiſe rehearſe, 

Who by your ſtaticks pois' d the new made uns- 
verſe. 2 


v. 
O all ye Powers of the Lord, &c. 


Ye pow'rs of God, to whoſe vicegerent care 
Empires and fates of kings entruſted are, 
Ye ſev'n diſtinguiſh'd Hierarchies, who ſtand 
Neareſt the throne in eminent command; 
Ye eyes of ever waking providence, 
Of wonderful effects the cauſe unſeen, 
Diſpoſing trivial intricate events, 
Beyond the wiſdom or the ſtrength of men. 
To him perpetual hallelujah ſing, 
Who deigns for man your ſervice to employ 7 
To the true ſource of life, the only King, 
ä a word can ſave, and with a word de- 
roy. 


P 3 VI. © 


Calls pi 
| | VI. 
(| : O ye Sun, Oc. 
Unexauſted ſource of heat, 
Whoſe beams the face of nature paint; 
Emblem of all that's good or great, 
Or beauteous or beneficent ; 
Whoſe genial parent rays beſtow 
Lite and light on all below; 
On whoſe revolving golden car of ſtate 
The hours, and days, and months, and years, in 
duteous order wait ; 
Fair picture of the glorious cauſe of all ; 
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So fair that erring nations proſtrate fall, 
And take the copy for th' original. 
From eaft to welt your journey bright, 
Thro' ev'ry climate as you run, 
Bless the uncreated Light, 
With whom compar'd you are no Sun. ' 


e 
And Maon, Cc. 
Silver Queen of duſky ſpheres, 
Whoſe cooler fire and female light 
Day ſupply, diſpel our fears, 
And gild the horror of the night ; 
To whoſe imperial ſceptre bow, 
Stars above and ſeas below; _ 
Whoſe youth can Phœnix-like „ 0 


Like her with ſolar fire you burn, 

Like her riſe fairer from your urn, 

To God uncealing homage pay, 

Whoſe native-and unborrow'd ray 

Nor 


= 
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Nor wanes nor changes undergoes, 

Nor ſhade of variation knows; 

Who bears alone unbounded fway, 

Nor circumſcrib'd by night, nor limited by day. 


VIII. 
O ye Stars of Heaven, c. 
Spangles of gold, night's richeſt dreſs, 
When gay in public ſhe appears, 
And glittering bright like diamonds numberleſs, 
Profuſcly ſcatter'd on her ſable wears. 
Huge worlds, yet ſeeming little points of light, 
Whoſe diſtance favours and deceives our ſight; 
Nearer your blaze and heat we could not bear, 
Nor could you mark the ſeaſons of our year. 
Planets, who regularly move, 
Stars ſuperior fix'd above, 
Who lead thro? night the failor on, 
Sure as the meridian ſun, 
Bleſs him from whom your luſtre flows, 
Who guides your circling motions ever right; 


Your names, your number, and your nature 


knows, 
Creator, as in pow'r, in knowledge infinite. 


IX. 


O ye Shawers, &'c. * 
Bleſs God, ye foft deſcending ſhowr's 
Earth's balm infus'd to cloſe her op'ning veins, 
To hatch the tender infant flow'rs, 
To inform with ſpringing life the drooping plains. 
Let 


* 
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In vain Egyptians boaſt their ſeven mouth'd 
Mus .- | 
Without your help, ſupplies their little want ; 
You water ev'ry coaſt and ev'ry ſoil, | 
And rivers of the world yourſelves may vaunt. 
From pole to pole you carry due ſupplies, 
Within no narrow brinks confin'd, | 
Thro' traekleſs roads you float along the ſkies, \\ 
Wafted by providential wind; 
Till far fetch'd northern ſtores allay 
The parching ſouthern heat of day : 
Bleſs him whoſe hand unwearied pours 


Rich bleſſings over all his works in never-ceafing 
ſhow'rs. | | 


: 
And Dews, Cr. 


Te drizzling miſts, whoſe ſilent fall 
Wets deeper than the ſounding rain, 
Whom ſolar beams together call, 
Whom ſolar beams diſpel again ; 
Fogs that thick-gathering can defy 
And veil the world's all- ſeeing eye; 
And, till diſpers'd&by his victorious ray, 
Spread midnight o'er us in the noon of day, 
Praiſe him, who tho! a little ſpace, 
He ſeems to hide his radiant face. 
And when we pray, and when we weep, 
An angry ſilence ſeems to keep. 
After ſhort gloom ſhines gracious from above, 
In beams of mercy, faithfulneſs, and love. 
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XI. 
O ye Winds of Ged, Oc. 
Cool pales, whoſe healthful ſhow'ry breeze 
Wantons 'midſt the flow'rs and trees; 
And wilder ſtorms, whoſe fury ſends 
Inviſible reſiſtleſs blows, 
The mariner's perfid:ous friends, 
But dreadful and relentleſs foes. 
Impetuous tyrants of the ſea and air, 
Who navies rack, and deep ſix'd foreſts tear; 
Diſturbers of the ſhatter'd univerſe, 
Loud rolling thunders rapid wings, 
Praiſe him, whoſe breath, as you the duſt dit 
perle, | | 
Scatters the pride of ſtates, and monarchies of 
kings. 
XII. 
O ye Fire, G c. 
Pure heav'nly elemental fire, 
Who reſts within your proper ſphere, 
And flames that towards heav'n aſpire, 
And rage at being fetter'd here; 
Furious when looſe, deſtroying while you ſhine, 
'rdain'd to waſte the world by wrath divine. 
That awful God your utmoſt homage claims, 
Ye executioners of milder ire, 
Who needs not groſs and miniſterial flames, 


But 0 himſelf provok'd, the moſt conſuming 
ire. 


XIII. And 


© 


And Heat, &v. 


Son of motion, genial heat, 
Who motion in your turn beget, 
Vital principle, whence flow 
Our actions, and our paſhons too, 
Chymiſt, whoſe fympathy unites and binds, 
Each kindred part, and ſevers foreign kinds, 
Chief ſpring of nature's wonderful machine 
Who gives to flow'rs the bloom, and leaves the 
green, 

Fountain of chearful health, to whom belon 
The gay, the fierce, the beauteous, and the 
ſtrong; 

Without whoſe vig'rous energy | 
This globe of air, and earth, and ſea, 
One joyleſs, uſeleſs, lifeleſs lump would be. 
Praiſe him, by whom preſerv'd ſubſiſts the whole, 
Nor needs a plaſtick univerſal ſoul. 


XIV. 
O ye Winter, & c. 


Winter, long ſwoon of each decrepid year, 
Who chills its veins, and brings its hoary hair, 
When ſtript of ev'ry beauty nature lies 
Thrown into pale and dying agonies; 

Bleſs nature's author, whoſt reviving breath 


Makes ſpring ſucceed our winter, life our death. 
XV. And 


„ 


XV. 
And Summer, c. 
Summer, the year's more manly age, 
Whoſe pulſe beats ſtrongly, boiling high, 


_  Luxuriant, while the dog-ftar's rage 


Dares with the fiery Zion vie ; 
When all that breathe within the waters play, 
Gambols on land the blyth fourfooted throng, 
Birds chant melodious on the dancing ſpray 
And gladſome nature echoes to the ſong. 
Smalleſt ſparks of life are gay, 
Flies and inſeQs ſing and play, 
Lately ſeeming dead revive, 
Now they wake, and now they live. 
Bleſt ſeaſon! whoſe returning fruits and flow'rs, 
To earth a yearly paradiſe reſtores 
Offer to God your earlieſt fruits, and raiſe 
Trophies and garlands of unfading praiſe. 
| XVI. 
O ye Dews, &c. 
Gently. falling pearly dew, 
Liquid diamonds of the morn, 
Which various ——_— to the view, 
Pendant from the leaf or thorn; 
The pomp of nature's dreſs declare, 
And make the morning ſelf more fair; 
Drops that inſects feed and plants, 
And when the meal is done, 
No longer uſeful to their wants 
Shrink from the warmer ſun, 
(So manna, o'er the delert ſpread, 
Was melted, having Iſrael fed ;) 


Dews, 


(| 388. ) 


Dews, that oft have longer ſhin'd 
Harden'd by the northern wind, 
Like bright, but brittle chryſtal ſeen, 
Or filver froſted o'er the green. 
Bleſs God, who deigns his influence t“ infuſe 
Secret refreſhing as the ſilent dews. 
| « [EVE 
And Fraſes. &'c. 
' Deſtroying angel, general blaſt 
Who lay'ſt our fertile countries waſte, 
Whoſe pinch, nor herb nor animal can bear 
5g Univerſal forager ! 
Leanneſs, whoſe teeth, like Pharaoh's kine, 
- devour 
What plenteous harveſt gave before, 
Yet oft with uſury repay 
, What their firſt keenneſs ſnatch'd away; 
The wearied ſoil impregnate, and prepare 
For tuller richer crops th' enſuing year. 
els him, whoſe all diſpoling providence 
dds bitter phyſic to our pleafing food, 
ty gpod and evil chequers all events, 
alt his glory, and his creature's good, 
XVIII. | 


O ye Freſt and Cold, Oc. 
Shiv'ring ague of the air, 
Churliſh colony ſent forth 
From your inhoſpitable north; 
Rugged companion of a polar bear, 
Cold, whom like a beaſt of prey 
Oft by fire we chaſe away; 


Cold, 


— —-— 
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Cald, whoſe ſearing breath bereaves 
Hills of trees, and trees of leaves : 
Yet, which atone for all the ills you do, 


With trees and leaves you ſweep diſeaſes too: 


Bleſs him whoſe gracious wiſdom ſtores 
The north with fuel and with furs; 
(Furs that defenſive armour make, 
Soft baſtions, which your forces cannot ſhake) 
Who for each ill which here on earth we ſee, 


Provides a fitly-ſuited remedy. 


XIX. 


O ye Ice, &c. 


Ice, who the fluid element can bind, 
Protected from its tyrant wind: 5 
In ſhining fetters, tho' at large confin'd, 
By thee, the finny race immur'd, 
Reſt ſafe from hooks and nets ſecur'd. 
Encroaching ſhips are ſudden ſtaid 
That paſs the ancient bounds which prudent 
nature made; | 
Nor can th* unwilling captives force their way, 
Held faſter than by fabled Remora : 
By thee, weak waves a ſolid road can form, 
And firm as marble ſtand the winter's ſtorm. 
Nor can the icy ſea, when moſt it ſwells 
With raging tides, its bridge of chryſtal ſhock; 
Bleſs him who turns hard rock to ſpringing 
wells, 
And turns by you ſoft water into rock. 


8 Q þ + $M Ang 


( 190 ) 


XX. 
And Snow, Cc. 


Light congeal'd in feather'd ſhow'rs 
Of innocence the emblem bright, 
Mantling trees, and fields, and tow'rs, 
Duazzling with a waſte of white. 
Flakes, that, thick pouring from the low-hung 
cloud, 
At once both ernament and ſafety yield 
From piercing cold, whoſe gather'd fleeces ſhroud 
The tender verdant offspring of the field; 


| Bleſs God, who ſhields his ſaints from ev'ry harm, 


At whoſe command fire ſhall not heat, and ſnow 
ittſelf ſhall warm. 


XXI. 


O ye Nights, &c. 
Relict of chaos, melancholy night, 

Night, at whoſe pencil's touch the colours fade; 
Of nature's landſcape, vaniſh'd from our ſight, 
The roſe arel bri'r are equal in the ſhade. 
Night, the world's dark and temporary grave, 

Who lays the monarch level with the ſlave. 
Daily ſabbath, made to reſt 
Toiling man and weary beaft ; 
A comforter, in whom th' afflicted find 
Oblivion of their woes, and indolence of mind. 
Praiſe him whoſe, radiant and all-piercing light 
Makes midnight-darkneſs clear as noon day 


light. | 
XIII. And 
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XXII. 
And Days, &c. 


Day, univerſal beauty, ray divine, 
Whom none but guilt and falſehood ever fear; 
Truth undiſguis'd and ſpotleſs virtue ſhine 
With native luſtre bright when you appear. 
Day, whom gloomy ſorrow flies, 
Pouring eye-tight on our eyes; 
Mountain, foreſt, ſea, and plain, 
Departed late, return again. i 
Nature from night's dark priſon forth you call, 
Type of the reſurrection generzl; 
New motion, and new life you give 
To all that move, and all that live. 
Bleſs God, Father of lights, who bids you riſe 
With undiſtinguiſh'd beams on friends and ene- 
mics. 


XXIII. 
O ye Light, &c. 


Light, creation's firſt eſſay, 

Gladſome uther of the day, 

Who your ſhining parent ſun 

Still attend, and ſtill outrun ; 

Pureſt angel's bleſt abode, 

Robe majeſtical of God; 
Swifter than whirlwind from the eaſt you flow, 
And in an inſtant ſtrike our eyes below ; 


Who dar'ſt almoſt for ſpeed with ſpirit vie, 


For thought, and only thought, can quicker fly. 
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Whoſe beams with falſe unreal colours cheat, 

Yet hating falſehood ſhew your own deceit. 
Whom nobleſt painter's mimic pain, 
Strives to imitate in vain, 

Contracting largeſt objects, earth or ſky, 

Within the narrow pupil of the eye: 

Praife never- ceaſing be to him convey'd, 

To whom your utmoſt luſtre's but a made. 


XXIV. 
And Darkneſs, &c. 


Darkness, whoſe empire no beginning knew, 
The blind confuſion, whence this order grew, 
Ere yet the ſpirit's wings that brooding lay 
Had hatch'd the new made world, cre ſhone the 
J2yous day 

Black privation, ſhadowy name, 

Phantom, to ſcare the wicked ſent, 

The cloſe retreat of bluſhing thame, 

Of guilty fin the puniſhment ; 

Dreaded unſubſtantial ſpright, 

Shy vaniſhing at morning light; 
Bleſs him, whoſe fertile word to being brought 
Light from thy bolom,andthe world iromnought, 


XXV. 
O ye Ligbtenings, 


Rolling rhunders, voice divine, 
Light'nings blaſting while ye ſhine, 
Th' alarm of angry heav'n, whole terrors make 
The nations tremble, and the foreſts thake; 


God's 
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God's weapons of reſiſtleſs flame, 
Arrows of ſure unerring aim. 
Walls within walls no more the paſſage bar 
Than unoppoſing ſpace of liquid air; 
Thro' the welkin fee they glide, 
uick to puniſh human pride. 
By theſe did Sodom's luſt in flames expire, 
And felt the vengeance of ethereal fire. 
Swift-wing'd light'nings, thunders loud, 
Praiſe the everlaſting God, 
From whom deſcending at the judgment-day, 


Both earth and heav'n itſelf ſhall flee away. 


XX VI. 
And Clouds, &c. 
Clouds, ſoft furls of folded air, 
Beauteous tap'ſtry of the ſkies; 
Ever. fleeting landſcapes fair, 
With infinite varieties; | 
Ye pencil lakes, that arm our floods with rage, 
God's magazines, when purpos'd war to wage; 
Whether to cauſe the plowman's hopes to fail, 
He pours unkindly rain inceſſant down, 

Or elle from frozen ſtores of moulded hail, 
Deſtroy the herbage with a ſhow'r of ſtone; 
Praiſe him, who, when of old the heav'n's he 

bow'd, 

Chaoſe for his pompous car an awful cloud, 

Who, when delighted to appear, 

The object more of love than fear, 
Aſſum'd a gentler cloud and milder ray, : 
To lead his Iſrael thro? the deſart way, | 
Or o'er the mercy- ſeat his glory bright el 
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O let the Earth bleſs, 
Mother of all things, earth, the womb 
Of worms and monarchs, and their tomb; 
The happy ſeat at firſt of peace, 
Of love, and innocence, and joys 
Untill'd producing bleſt increaſe, 
Flowers and fruits of paradiſe. 
Till curs'd for fin, tho? till'd you ſcarcely grant 
Supplies for guilty man's redoubled want; 
And yieid for chearing wine and ſtrength'ning 
corn, 
The prickly thiſtle, and the fruitleſs thorn. 
Great theatre of change whereon we play, 
Perhaps a gay, but ſhort and anxious part, 
Where ſins, vexations, loſſes, pains allay 
Dur greateſt joys with ſure- attending ſmart. 
Bleſs God, and thankfully receive 
What ſtill his goodneſs deigns to give; 
Who grants, when waken'd from your duſt we 
riſe, 
A better earth, and ſafer paradiſe; 
Where neither pain nor trouble ſhall moleſt, 
Nor fin, nor ſerpent, break our endleſs reſt. 


XX VIII. 


O ye Mountains, 

Mountains, who clouds beneath you can deſpiſe, 
Earth's pillars, who triumphant arches form; 
Unſhaken objects of perpetual ſtorm; 
Beautcous tho” vaſt, noble defornuties : 


Old 
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iſe, 
rm; 


Old 
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Old ſtately monuments of nature's birth, 
Whether you overlook the ſea, 
And point to mariners their way ; 
Or elſe with various gifts enrich the earth, 
Ripen the minerals, and gems, and ore, 
And wealthy rivers unexhauſted pour; 
Fix'd land-marks, friendly umpires of debates, 
Ramparts of wars, and boundaries of ſtates; 
Bleſs him who makes your pride to fail, : 
Whoſe preſence, when provok'd, you fly, | 
Lighter than duſt within his ſcale, 
Leſs than nothing 1n his eye. 


XXIX. 


And Hills. 


Small hills, whoſe gently riſing height 

And proſpects, ſweet and pleaſant ſhades; 
The pomp of courts and croud of cities flight, 

"Thrones of delight, which treaſon ne'er invades; 
Where artleſs bliſs and genuine beauties grow, 
That neither av'rice baſe nor worſe ambition know; 
Where flocks and herds are ſhelter'd and are fed, 
A table plenteous, and a flow'ry bed; 
Praiſe him, who makes ev'n kings who ſceptres 

wield ö 

Dependent on the ſlighted field, 

With cares and dangers has beſet 

The lofty Rations of the great; 
While calm and fafe the middle ſeats appear 
Too high to envy, and too low to fear, 
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XXX, 
O all ye Green Things upon the Earth, &c. 


Tall ſtately cedars, ſheding rich perfumes, 
Wherewith our verdant Lebanon is grac'd, 
Who, ſelf-embalm'd in your own fragrant gums, 

Defy correction, and for ever laſt. 
All that each diff*rent clime or ſeaſon bears, 
Who ſpicy odours breathe, or balmy tears; 
All that from mother earth's fair boſom riſe, 
Whate' er was known of old to Solomon the wiſe; 
Or flow'rs our dainty ſenſe to pleaſe, 
Or herbs to yield our hunger food, 
Simple to remedy diſcaſe, 
To temper or exalt our blood ; 
Bleſs him, who gave you virtues and your ſcents, 
Whoſe hand your various glowing colours paints; 
Colours whoſe native luitre has outſhone 
Great David's pompous heir, bright on his iv'ry 
throne. 
XXXI. 
O ye Wells bleſs, &c. 
Fountains, tranſparent mirrors, where 
The ſun delighted to appear, 
Stamps on fluid trembling glaſs 
His glorious tho” reflected face; 
Common, yet precious veſſels which o'erflow, 
And filver, potable on all beſtow ; 
Praiſe him, who feeds your ſprings, and want 
ſupplies; 
31 _ failing ſource, whence living waters 
rile, 


XXXII. 0 
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XXXII. 


O ye Seas, 

Monſter, whoſe foam and roaring threat the ſhore; 
Who, like a lion couchant in the way, 
Sometimes with ſeeming ſleep deceive your prey; 

Then ſudden rous'd inſatiably devour. 

Vet made a beaſt of burden ye convey 

Treaſures of diff'rent coaſts along the wat' ry way. 

The- ſtrong like Sampſon's riddle yielding ſweet, 

The great de vourer thus affording meat. 

Praiſe him, whoſe nod preſiding o'er the deep, 

Or ſwells to ſtorms, or bids the ocean ſleep, 

Vaſt bound by his Almighty hand 

In adamantine chains of deſpicable ſand. 


XXXIII. 
And Floeds, &c. 


Rivers, earth's circulating blood, 
Which teeds her ſeas, and feeds her lands ; 
The lite of inland trade, whoſe triendly flood 
Far diſtant cities joins in ſure tho? fluid bands 
Serpentine waters who yourlclves outrun, 
Yet with an equal ſpace yourſelves purſue; 
Your manſions always keep and always thun, 
Ever the ſame, yet ever new. 
Uſeiul wandcrers that err 
Your bleflings wider to confer, 
Ceaſeleſs exalt his praiſe, from whom alone 
Created beings flow, himſelf deriv'd from none. 


XXXIV. O 
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XXXIV, 3 
O ye Whales, and all that move in the Waters, &«, 


Ye whales, who midſt the wide extended main, 

When floating buge-like living iflands ſhow, 

Where lawleſs tyrants uncontroul'd you reign, 

And fat with lives of your inferiors grow. 

Who ſport at large, and take your eaſe 
In ſpacious azure palaces : 

Whoſe boding viſits from afar, 

No leſs than earthquakes, or a bearded ftar ; 

Your conſcious brother tyrants fear, 

And by your ruin dread their own is near, 

Ye leſſer ſca-born nations, namelcfs fry, 

Who by uncounted millions multiply; 

Ye curious work of ſportipg nature's hand, 

Who imitate each ſpecics of the land. 

Strangers to ſound, your Maker's glory raile, 

And let your ſilence ſpeak aloud his praiſe, 


XXXV. 
O all ye Fowls of the Air, &Cc, 


' Inhabitants of wood and air, 
With rich embroider'd plumage fair; 


Builders, whoſe ſtructures far tranſcend 


What human architecture thows ; 
Of diff' rent form, yet all defend 

The callow breed from cold and foes. 
Wiſe prophets of the future year, 

Who fly from miſchiefs ye torſee ; 


Poetic choirs, who charm the ear 
With artleſs melting melody. 


Nature 


ature 


Lay all your wonted enmities aſleep, 
From *pards and tygers down to dogs and ſheep. 


| Whoſe providence preſerves each various beaft, 


And feeds the lion roaring for his prey. 


( "99 0 


Nature compoſing ev'ry ſong 
Echo'd to the dales and groves, 


Wherein the painted feather'd throng 


Sing their paſſions and their loves. 
To God, who gave your ſweeteſt lays, 
Grateful chant ye hymns of praiſe, 
XXXVI, 
O all ye Beaſis and Cattle, &e. 
Brutes, grov'ling ſpirits, ſouls that die, 
Slaves to yout ſenſes and to man: 
Oft ſhewing, when you fight or fly, 
His forfeited dominion vain. 
Living machines, by art divine, 
Built beyond deſcription fine; 
Purſuing nature's end, by inſtinct taught, 
Whoſe ſtrange impulſes oft exceed our thought; 


Unanimous your Author bleſs, 
In all your diff 'rent languages; 


All that in deſarts range, or paſtures reft 
That company in herds, or ſingle ſtray, 


XXXVII. 
O ye Children of Man. 
Man, ſum of beings | little world! where we 
All nature in a point contracted ſee ! ! 
Where num'rous contradictions join in won- | 
d'rous harmony! | 
Body 
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Body ſuſtain'd by fleeting breath, 

Immortal, liable to death. 

Mind, that beyond the world can fly ; 

Yet chain'd to duſt, muſt grov'ling lie; 
Who all things ſeek to know with curious eye, 
Yet to yourſelf, yourſelf a myſtery. 

When of th' amazing union you diſpute, 

Of thought with matter, and with angel brute. 

Great monarch of all creatures here below, 
Whate'er the Almighty pow'rand worddid form; 

Yet cruſh'd beneath the meaneſt, vileſt foe, 
Nearly allied to God, and kindred to the 

worm. 

Bleſs God, who makes you over all things reign, 

And after death reviv'd, a nobler kingdom pain ; 

Collective praiſes to your Sov'reign pay, 

Who reigns alone ſupreme with everlaſting ſway. 


XXXVIII. 
O let Iſrael bleſs, &c. 


- Bleſs God, O Iſrael, his peculiar care, 

For whom fix'd nature's rules inverted were 
Divinely taught, divinely fed, 
With heav'nly laws, and angel's bread, 
And cloth'd by miracles, and led: 

Egypt. ſad theatre of judgment, ſees 

How vain t' oppreſs whom God to fave decrees. 

Ober burning ſands the choſen fav'rites go, 

Lo! from the ſtriken rock refreſhing waters flow. 

The travellers point out the river's courſe, 

The river guides not here the travellers. 

Jehovah's 
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Jehovah's ſelf in perſon leads you on ; 
Arms the creation for the war, 
The earth, the inſects, and the air; 


Divides th' oppoſing ſeas, and ſtops the noon- 


day ſun ; 
For whom ſo many wonders wrought we ſee, 
They loſs almoſt their names by frequency. 
Tune, tune your harps, and Sion's anthems ſing, 
To God your guide, your chief, your father, and 
your king. 


XXXIX. 
O ye Prieſts of the Lord, &c. 


Bleſs God, ye prieſts, who at his altar wait, 
Choſe from the choſen people of his love; 

Who here your future bliſs anticipate, 

And do on earth what angels do above. 

Your hallow'd unction, heav'n's vicegerents ſhare, 

Should monarchs to uſurp your honours dare. 

Struck from above they die! for crimes alone ; 

Bleſt typick mediators, you atone, 

By death of beaſts in feeble emblem ſhew 

Sorer deaths to ſinners due; 

Ambaſladors of peace, to God aſpire, 

Your breaſts and altars touch with heav*nly fire; 
Before his footſtool proſtrate low, 
Vourſelves as living victims ſhow : 

Free from ſpot of worldly cares, 
Let your praiſe, and let your pray'rs, 

As morning and as ev'ning incenſe rile, 

Perpetual and accepted ſacrifice. 
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XI. 
O ye Servants of the Lord, &c: 
You that to his courts belong, 
Sons of Levi, join the ſong ; 
In his temple, your abode ; 
Born the ſervants of your God. 
To bear his ark with awful dread, 
Round his altar daily tread ; 
And nightly baniſh dewy fleep, 
Watches in his houſe to keep. 
Safe arm'd with innocence you may deſpiſe, 
The threat' ning demagogue's and tyrant'sfrown; 
The king that ſerves him not is ſlave to vice, 
The ſlave that ſerves him 'titled to a crown. 
Ardent in praiſe of your great maſter be, 
Whoſe ſervice is alone true genuine liberty. 


XLI. 

O ye Spirits and Souls of the Righteous, &c. 
Ve righteous ſouls from chains of body free, 
Who long were toſt on life's tempeſtuous ſea, 
Now landed ſafe in bleſt eternity. 

For ever paſt this troublous fickle ſtate, 

Public diſtraction and domeſtic hate, 

And wilful violence of the lawleſs great; 

Who dar'd for right while here on earth be bold, 

Nor caſt by favour, nor weigh'd down by gold; 

Nor longer taught by faith, by ſight you know, 

Jaſtice is nobleſt wiſdom here below; 

Praiſe ye the judge, whoſe righteous doom will 

Pay. 

Juſt recompence to all at the great final day. 

XLII. O 
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XLII. 
O ye holy, 


Bleſs God, ye ſaints, ye wiſe and happy few, 
He his own image ſees and loves in you ; 
Unmov'd by ſcofters, who, with haughty air, 
Dictate their follies from the ſcorner's chair. 
Where pleas'd and proud the idiots fit, 
Their pride the ſtandard of their wit; 
Frantic the ſhout, the jeſt, the mirth appears, 
Which ends in fruitleſs and eternal tears. 
Ye who from vice as from infection fly, 
And care not to be damn'd for company : 
Numbers to ſin nor ſtrength nor ſafety give, 
Tis better, tho? with few, to live, 
Than die with many; in th' embattl'd field, 
Who falls is dead as he that's ſingly kill'd. 
| Fn God, whole gracious pow'r has ſet yon 
ree 
From guilt, the baſeſt, heavieſt ſlavery ; 
Praiſes to you peculiarly belong, 


| He, who your triumph gives, claims your trium- 
| phal ſong. 


| XLII. 
| And humble Men of Heart, &c. 


Ye humble men, who know all praiſe is due 0 | 
Io God ſupreme, and none to you; | 
Sole author of your good, and witneſs too; ) 
Who fear applauſe, and greater pains beſtow 
In being pure, than ſeeming ſo. 


R 2 Pride 
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Pride threw aſpiring angels from the ſkies, 
Humility their vacant thrones ſupplies, 
And you, neglected here, low ſtooping thither 
riſe. 
Th' eternal bleſs, who dwells on high, 
Who's ever to the lowly nigh; 
Views from afar with ſcorn the ſons of pride, 
With humble contrite hearts delighted to reſids. 


XLIV. | 
O Hananiah, Azariah, and Miſhael, bleſs, &c 


Let us, to ſev'nfold fire condemn'd, in vain 


Bleſs him whoſe nod can fierceſt flames reſtrain ; 


God, the oppreſs'd all-gracious to defend, 
God, of the friendleſs, never-tailing friend; 
Whoe'er vain idols to his throne would raiſe, 
Againſt their aim yield matter for his praiſe; 
It barb'rous demons human lives require, 
Let ſons of curs'd idolaters expire, 
When paſs'd to murd'rer Molech thro” the fire. 
Flames have idol gods ſubdued, 
Melted their ore, conſum'd their wood ; 
But ſeem diſcerning to revere 
Thoſe who the God of Iſrael fear. 
Thee, therefore, Lord, ſafe ſhielded by thy pow'r, 
Thee, Son of God, Jehovah, we adore; 
In torm of man, deſcending to appear: 
To thee be ceaſeleſs hallelujahs giv'n; 
Praiſe, as in heav'n thy throne, we offer here; 
For where thy preſence is diſplay'd is heav'n: 
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The xix. Pſalm imitated. 


we HE wide extended empire of the Kies,- 
Proclaims Jehovah's glory to our eyes; 
The firmament above us where we ſtand, 
Declares the work of his Almighty hand: 
The ev*njng darkneſs, and the morning light, 
Diſplay his glory, wiſdom, love, and might; 
To ev'ry land their gen'ral voice extend, 
Thro' all the world to earth's remoteſt end. 
The morning ſun ariſing from his place, 
To ſhew thy glory, runs his daily race : 
Thro' heav'n's high arches {till he wings his 
way, | 

While fertile beams their genial heat convey. - 
His gracious law to ſouls with ſin oppreſs'd, 
Its precepts teach, its promiſe leads to reſt : 
And from his word ſuch healing virtues riſe, 
As always tend to make the ſimple wile : 
That heav'nly word affords us more delight 
Than brighteſt gems when dazzling in our fight. - 
His ſacred precepts ſtill our footſteps guard; 
In keeping them we find a great reward. 

His daily errors who can rightly find ? 
O! cleanſe the latent faults of ev'ry mind. 
My heart from all preſumptuous vice reſtrain; . 
Nor over me let fin nor Satan reign, 
Then ſhall my goings be eſtabliſh'd right, 
While pure and ſpotleſs in thy holy fight. 
Whene'er I meditate upon thy ways, 
Hear, aid, and ſtill accept my feeble praiſe. 


R 3 Divina 


And by its beams forgets his weary toil. 
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Divine Foreknowledge. 

* *I TERNAL ſource of life, thou ſov'reign 

King! 
Thy pow'r ! — and thy glory ſing. 
Before thy hands the ſtarry heav'ns array'd 
Before this globe on fluid air was ſtay'd ; 
Betore the variegated clouds on high, 
Or rolling ſeaſons e'er began to fly; 
Ere priſtine chaos into order ran, 
Or yet thy Spirit had informed man, 
Thy preſcient knowledge ey'd with ample view 
Thy various creatures, and their actions too; 
The age, the ſtation, birth, the time, the place, 
Of all the children of the human race; 
Our firſt rebellion *gainſt thy lawful ſway, 
With all its dire effects unto this day, 
No change of ſtate, nor empire e'er was heard, 
But always to thy preſcient eye appear'd. 


A Morning Thought. 

* EE how Aurora's bluſhing face appears, 
While Phoebus from yon orient mountain 
rears ; 

The tow'ring larks around me gladly ſing, 

While with their ſound the neighb'ring valleys 

ring ; 


The pearly drops of nightly dew decay, 


5 Extinguiſn'd by the beams of riſing day; 


Th' expanding flow'rs their ſilken leaves unfold, 
Rejoicing, now forget the ev'ning cold. 
The active peaſant hails the morning ſmile, 


The 
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The oxen low, the lambkins ſportive play, 
While ſhades of darkneſs flee the op'ning day. 


Awake my ſoul! each creature round thee cries, 


„ Revere, adore, the Sov'reign of the ſkies!“ 


A- Complaint. 

*,* L,'NVIRON'D by clouds of complicated 
rief, | 

Debar'd 5 hope, precluded from relief, 

No mortal aid to mitigate my pain, 

For help 1 cry, but ſtill I cry in vain. 

Thus burden'd, Lord, to thee for help I fly; 

In this great conffict hear my bitter cry: 

On thee I now. my weighty burden caſt, 

Be thou my ſhadow from this ſtormy blaſt, 


Let not my hope, my ſtrength, nor courage fail, 


When dangers threaten, let them not prevall : 
Exert thy pow'r in this the evil day: 

Stretch out thine arm, expel my griefs away : 
Remove. my ſorrows, caſe my burden'd mind ; 
For on thy mercy is my ſoul reclin'd, 

If thou, O God! in love prolong'ſt my days, 


They ſhall be ſpent in ſounding forth thy praiſe: 


And when at laſt 1 bid this life adieu, 
In diſtant worlds the endleſs theme purſue. 


On IſraePs Paſſage from Egypt. 


\ HEN Egypt's king God's choſen tribes 


purſu'd, 
In chryſtal walls th' admiring waters ſtood. 


When thro' the deſert wild they took their way, 


The rocks relented and pour'd forth a ſea: 


What 
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What limits can Almighty goodneſs know, 
Since ſeas can harden, and ſince rocks can flow? 


Divine Goodneſs. 


HY boundleſs mercy ſtill my life ſuſ- - 


tain'd, 
When in the morning of my infant years, 
Upon thy all-ſupporting arm I lean'd, 
Thro' ey? ry ſcene xe $ perplexing Cares. 


Thy mig] hty pow'r, the chariot of my ſoul, 


By which, when troops of danger took the. 
field, 


My ſoul ſecure did undejected roll, 
Upheld by thee, my ſafety and my ſhield. 
. 


Thou art my hope, my confidence alone, 
My ſure defence, my ſtrength and only guide: 
When ev'ry other ſpring of comfort's gone, 


Thy guardian mercies conſtantly abide. 
IV. 


To him whoſe tender and paternal care, 

Has led my ſoul thro' dark and rugged ways, 
My grateful lips, enraptur'd ſhall prepare 

A ſong of thanks and everlaſting praiſe. 


| A Call to Chriſtian Activity. 
„ - Yar _ my ſou], thy moments quick- - 


Thy lateſt des "of mortal life is nigh ; 
This wilderneſs is not thy native clime; - 
Short and uncertain is thy point of time : 


All 
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All ſublunary pleaſures are but toys, 
Compar'd with heav'n's never-fading joys. 
There faith prefents to thy obſerving eyes 
An endleſs life of bliſs that never dies. 
What madneſs then in mortals to forego 
This endleſs bliſs, and court eternal woe! 
Swift as thy fleeting tranſcient moments fly, 
So ſwiftly run in virtue's placid way. 

The moſt advantage we from vice can gain, 
Are but ſhort pleaſures for eternal pain! 


Happineſs. 
HATEVER dift*rent paths mankind purkue, 
Oh, happineſs! 'tis thee we keep in view! 
'Tis thee in ev'ry action we intend, 
The nobleſt motive and ſuperior end! 
Thou doſt the ſcarcely finith'd ſoul incline ; 
Its firſt defire, and conſcious thought, is thine z 
Our infant breaſts are {way'd by thee alone, 
When pride and jealonſy are yet unknown. 
Thro' life's obſcure and wild variety, 
Our ſtedfaſt wiſhes never ſtart from thee. 
'Thou art, of all our waking thoughts, the theme 
We court thee too in ev'ry nightly dream; 
Th' immortal flame with equal ardour glows, 
Nor one ſhort moment's intermiſſion knows; 
Whether to courts or temples we repair, 
With reſtleſs zeal we ſearch thee ev'ry where: 
Whether the roads that to perdition lead, 
Or thoſe which guides us to the ſtars we "tread : 
Thane is the hope, th' ineſtimable prize, 
The glorious mark on which we fix our eyes! 


Deluſion 
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| Deluſion detected. 
* * \ \ THEN all the fleeting joys of time Iview 
* As morning clouds, or as the early dew, 
How ſoon they vaniſh, and how quickly fled, 
With blaſted hopes implanted in their ſtead. 
Here pride laments her unregarded tone; 


Expiring, breathes her laſt convulſive groan. 


There death, regardleſs of the parent's cries, 
In laſting ſlumbers ſeals the infant's eyes. 


Attractive beauties likewiſe ſoon declme, 


Impair'd by ſickneſs or the wreck of time. 
Tho? death a while th' impending blow ſuſpends, 
At laſt diſmembers dear united friends. 

The wretched miſer, with his hoarded pence, 
Deaf to the cries of want and indigence, 

Ere long with grief mult take his parting view, 
And bid his dear, his only god adieu. | 
The daring Hector, and the modiſh bear, 

In ſtrength and dreſs that ſtill unrivalld go; 
The one, at laſt, tho' inſolent and proud, 
Submits a victim to the reptile croud ; 

The outſide paintings of the other fool, 

Decay when tutor'd in affliction's ſchool. 

See how ſurrounding objects daily ſhow 

The fluQuating ſtate of all below ! 


On the Phraſe, © Killing Time.“ 
Time is ſuppoſed to ſpeak. 
"P HERE's ſcarce a point wherein mankind a- 


gree 
So well as in their boaſt of killing me; 


I boaſt 


* 
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boaſt of nothing; but when I've a mind, 
I think, I can be even with mankind, 


h An ardent Wiſh. 
HOU ſource of life, this only bleſſing 
grant, 
At which my daily longing ſoul aſpires, 
A pious fervent heart from thee I want; 
This 1s the utmoſt _ of my deſires, 


A peaceful temper, 2 Lord, impart; 
Free from all ſtrife and turbulence of mind; 
Abhoring ev'ry falſe and guileful art, 


To which an abject —_ heart's inclin'd ; 
] 


A humble heart ſerenely calm and mild, 
In which untainted virtue ever lies: 
Peaceful and inoffenſive as a child, 


| Whole daily . and views to thee ariſe. 
IV. 


A heart reſign'd in ev'ry ſtate to thee, 
Ready thy gracious pleaſure to obey; 
From ev'ry vice and ev'ry paſhon free, 
Submiſſive to thy univerſal ſway. 
| A Significant Hint. 
EWARE to whom your ſecrets ye impart, 
Here always join your innocence with art; 
To greater danger we our cauſe expoſe, 
When to our neighbour we the whole diſcloſe. 
If ye reveal your /ecre.— from that hour 
It is not your's—but in another's pow'r ; 
And your example is a fair pretext 
For confidents to b/ab it to the next! 


Obſerve 


(ere) 


_ Obſerve this Hint, ye aged and ye young, 
Hnoto when to ſpeak, and when to hold your tongue. 
Epitaph. 
AILY I liv'd, as caſe and nature taught, 
And ſpent my little life without a thought: 
And am amaz'd, how death, that tyrant grim, 
Should 7hink of me, who never thought of him ! 


On ſeeing the Sun riſe. 
T Ol now the /ur's refulgent beams ariſe 
LD e 
Thro? amber clouds behold his chariot driv'n, 
In all the pomp and majeſty of heav'n. 
Night's ſable curtains at hrs preſence fly, 
While limpid light hails ev'ry op'ning eye; 
See how his gentle and tranſparent beams 
Dart on the hills, and tremble on the ſtreams : 
At his approach the yielding moon retires, 
And ev'ry ſtar before his face expires. 
To him the tow'ring lark expands her wings, 
And with her morning noces the valley rings 
Each warbling ſongſter hails his chearing ray, 
While nature welcomes the approaching day; 
The op'ning flow'r his genial virtue feels, 
While all his orient luſtre he reveals. 
Altho' this ſun with wonder I behold, 
| Shining in brightneſs like the ſparkling gold, 
Yet greater pomp I'll ſee, than Phoebus wears, 
When the bright Sun of Righteouſneſs appears. 
Eternity. 
AN Newton's pupils tell ere time be paſt, 
How many hours eternity will laſt ? 


Can 
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Can he who ſcann'd the holy city * ſay, 
When /ets the ſun of an eternal day? 

Or can Fehovah, heav'n's omniſcient King, 
Say when his holy angels ceaſe to ſing? 


A Midnight M editation. 


O thee, all glorious, ever bleſſed pow'r, 
I conſecrate this ſolemn filent hour, 

While darkneſs robes in ſhades the ſpangled [ky, 
And all things hufll'd in peaceful ſlumbers lie. 
Unweary'd let me praiſe thy holy name; 
Lach thought with riſing gratitude inflame, 
For the rich mercy which thy hands 1mpart, 
Health to my limbs and comfort to my heart. 
Should the ſcene change, and pain extort my ſighs, 
Then fee my tears, and liſten to my cries: 
Then let my ſoul by ſome bleſt forecaſt know 
Her ſure deliv'rance from eternal woe. 
Arm'd with ſo bright a hope, no more I'll fear: 
To view the dreadtul hour of death draw near ; 
But my faith ſtrength'ning as my life decays, 
My dying breath ſhall mount to heav'n in praite; 
O! may my pray'rs before thy throne ariſc, 
An humble, but accepted ſacrifice ; 
Bid kindly ſleep my weary eye-lids cloſe, 
And cheer my body with a ſoft repoſe ; 
Their downy wings may guardirg angels ſpread, 
And from all dangers ſcreen my helpleſs head; 
May, of thy gracious light, ſome pow'rſul beams 
Shine on my ſoul, and ſanctify my dreams. 


® Rev. XEl. 13. 
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Pleaſure. 
LEASURES are few, and fewer we enjoy : 
And like quick ſilver, they are bright and coy. 
We ſtrive to graſp them with our utmoſt {kill ; 
Oit they elude us, yet they glitter ſtill, | 
If ſeiz'd at laſt, compute your mighty gains: 
What are they, but rank poiſon in your veins ? 
On hearing a paſſing Bell, 
HE ſolemn death be/! tolls! a ſpirit's gone 
Jo meet Jehovah on his awful throne : 
Ye village-{wains the ſolemn found improve, 
Make God your triend, and taſte his boundleſs 
love. 
While thoughtlels numbers, void of heav'nly 
grace, 
Forget their Maker, to their ſoul's diſgrace. 
Inſpir'd by thee, O bell my thoughts ſurvey, 
How fleeting lite! how brittle human clay ! 
I, tho? a youth, ſtrong death's reſiſtleſs pow'r 
May doom to fall betore another hour. 
O grant me, triune God! renewing grace, 
Prepare, my ſoul, to meet thy Judge's face, 
That 1 may join with all the bleit above 
To ſing the greatneſs of redeeming love. 


1 Sam. xxviii, 14. Saul perceived that it «ya; 
Samuel,” 
O wily fiend by magic ſpell, 
Invok'd from his infernal cell, 
To perſonate the prophet true, 
But Samuel's ſelf appears in view; 


To 
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To make the proſtrate king relent, 
Humbly accepc his puniſhment ; 

To warn him of his inſtant doom, 
But not denounce the wrath to come. 


Verſe 19.“ To-morrow ſhall thou and thy Sons b 
with me.” 

HAT do theſe ſolemn words portend ? 

A gleam of hope when lite ſhall end : 

Thou and thy ſons, tho' ſlain, ſhall be 

*« To-morrow in repoſe with me!“ 

Not in a ſtate of hellih pain, 

If Saul with Samuel doth remain; 

Not in a ſtace of damn'd deſpair, 

It loving Jonathan is there. 


Words and Pronounciation. 


N all your words let energy be tound, 
and learn to riſe in ſenſc and fink in ſound; 
Harth words, tho' pertinent, uncouth appear, 
None pleale the fancy that offend the ear. 


The Criminal An Elegy. 
1 1 ROUND my cell in active circles play 


Ihe ſons of freedom and of pleaſure bland, 
In jocund paſtime ſpend the feſtive day, 
And taſte the ſweets of life on ev'ry hand. 
Il. 


When Phoebus? purple beams adorn the weſt, 
And warblers roulethemwith their matin ſong; 
Each leaves his downy pillow's balmy reſt, 
To re- aſſemble with the ſportive throng. 
"8.2 III. Abroad 
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III. 
Abroad his friend the tedious hour beguiles, 
Delightful ſcenes regale his chearful ſoul; 

At home the table, load with plenty, Gilles, 
And care's forgotten o'er the flowing bowl. 
IV. 

Unpitied ſorrows ne'er invade his peace, 
Diſtractive fears before his pleaſure flee ; 
But hourly haunt this griet-tomenting place, 
Th' abode of darkneſs, wretchedneſs, and me. 
V. 
Once freedom o'er me wav'd her olive wand, 
Like you, elate I gladly hail'd the morn; 
Was chief conductor of the ſportive band; 
From them *twas death to think of being tofn. 
Vis 
Precio, thou much abuſed bliſs divine, 
How have I laviſh'd all thy gifts away; 
When circumſcrib'd by thy impartial line, 
I ſpurn'd thy gentle and paciſic ſway. 
VII. 
Allur'd by folly's ſoft enchanting ſtrain, 
I quite ſubdu'd my reaſon to its pow'r ; 
Abandon'd pleaſurc and illicit gain, 
Brought me, alas! to this untimely hour. 
- VIIL 
Immur'd within this dilmal vault I lie, 
Pity is deaf to my repeated calls; 
I ſpend in vain my griet-extorted ſigh, 
And breaths my ao hh to theſe gloomy walls. 


IX. When 
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IX. 
When Phcebus opes the morning gates of light, 
And mounts his golden car of ſtate ſupreme z 
To all but me, the heart-rejoicing fight 
Affords a chearful and reviving beam. 
X. 
When ſable curtains round the world are ſpread, 
And Morpheus reigns o'er all the vaſt profound; 
My groaning fighs, while others reſt in bed, 
Excite the pity of the liſt'ning ground. 
XI. 
Whene'er th' unbolted maſſy gate expands, 
Which ſhuts me up within this vaulted room; 
My ſhiv'ring mind with heart-ſtruck panic ſtands 
In dread ſuſpence to hear my inſtant doom. 
XII. 
When pity moves a philanthropic heart, 
To viſit me within this lone retreat; 
I with, yet tremble leſt he ſhould impart 
The public's thought about. my wretched 


fate, 
XIII. 


Imagination paints before my view 

The ſad tranſactions of that fatal day; 
When I, expos'd amid th' aflembled crew, 

Intringed juſtice legal debt mult pay. 

XiV. 

At times I think the evidences brought 

 Apainſt me, may not poſlibly agree 
May not evince the crimination ſought, 

And I thro” that obtain my liberty. 

| 8 3 XV. But 
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ä XV. 
But ſoon, alas! theſe golden dreams ſubſide, 
The pleaſing phantom quickly diſappears ;. 
And riſing ſorrow, like a flowing tide, 
Extorts a ſtream of unaffected tears. 
XVI. 
Hither, ye unreſtricted lawleſs throng, 
View me, ſad emblem of your future ſtate ; 
Theſe unavailing tears. of mine, ere long, 
Will, unrepenting, be your hapleſs fate ? 


An Elegy in Memory of the Rev. Mr G—d of Cd. 
7G "HAT do thele doleful plaintive notes 
portend, 
That rouſe my flumbers and invade my ear? 
Why does yon lofty turret mourning ſend 
A languid peal to ſwell the flowing tear? 
II 


Why does each rural ſwain a-mourning go? 
Why heaves the ſigh in ev'ry breaſt I ſee ? 

Why thus abandon'd to deſpairing woe? 
Why leave your Joy to profligates and me? 


The ſad reply, who can ſupinely hear, 
Let ev'ry tongue his early fate deplore; 
Who can refuſe to drop a languid tear, 
The friend of man 15 virtue is no more! 
V. 
Behold his flock in concert ſadly mourn, 
The ſtarting tear appears in ev'ry eye; 
While friends devout to his untimely urn 
The grateful tribute of an artleſs ſigh. 
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V. 
O death! terrific is thy mortal dart; 
Unſeen thine arrows, unrepelPd thy pow'r, 
And ſteel'd with rigour is thy flinty heart, 


In that important laſt deciſive hour. 
VI. 


If pious virtue could avert thy blow, 
The faithful paſtor, or the ſteady friend, 
The ſtreaming tear would not ſo early flow, 
Lamenting, G—d, > jay much regretted end. 
J. 


His ſcatter'd flock along the mountains roam, 
To ev'ry wolf and evry ſnare a prey; 
While he exulting is conducted home, 


To join the ſacred legions of the ſky, 
VIIL. 


Break off your tears, ſuppreſs your mourning 
{train, 
When all your cares and all your toils are o'er, 
Your faithful ſhepherd you ſhall meet again, 
Where death, and pain, and parting, are no 
more. 
The Fir/ Palm imitated. 
. OW bleſt is he that never joins 
With wicked men, to ſhare 
Their lawleſs pleaſure; but declines 
The ſwift — Ne 


Yet to the lone ſequeſter'd grove, 
He frequently retires; 
And ev'ry mandate from above 
le ſolemnly admires. 
III. His 


( - 20 :) 


IIT. 
His bloſſom, like the cedar tree, 
Unfading beauty beams 
Or like the verdant canopy, 
Impending o'er the ſtreams. 
IV. 
But haughty finners who deſpiſe 
Ihe inſtitutes of heav'n, 
Like blaſted leaves when winds ariſe, 
Shall be inceſſant driv'n, 
| V. 
What tho' a while the godly man 
Is by affliction preſt; 
Yet vicious ſinners never can 
Diſturb his future reſt, 
5 VI 
The paths of thoſe whom God approves 
Are open to his view; 
But wrath and judgment from above, 
Shall wicked men purſue. 


The Incomprebenſibility, Sc. God. 


EYQND the utmoſt reach of reaſon's eye, 
Conceptions fartheſt ſtretch how far above! 

Where bright imagination ne'er can fly, 

Tho? ſhe excurſive far and wide can rove. 

„In glory's bright eſtulgence, Pow'r Divine, 

Beaming perpetual rays of beauty bright, 
Hath ever ſhone, and ſhall for ever ſhine 

In boundleſs wiſdom, majeſty, and might. 


* By G. K. E/: 
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Holy and pure, and in himſelf poſſeſt 
Of all perfection, paſſing all degree; 
For ever bleſſing, and for ever bleſt! 
All happy thoſe who all his glory ſee! 


Whoſe boundleſs will gave time a bounded ſpace, 

Whoſe word of pow'r unnumber'd ſyſtems 
rais'd ; | 

Whoſe wiſdom gave to each its proper place, 
From nothing calling ev'ry thing he pleas'd. 

Who fills the whole, nor is by all contain'd, 
Unchangeable, tho? giving change to all! 

Compriſing all, whom none can comprehend, 


Who, when he wills, can time and change re- 
call. 


Of other ſpheres and ſyſtems all around, 
And their inhabitants while here below; 

His ways, his works, his wiſdom ſo profound, 
Our knowledge is to know we nothing know. 


In this ſmall planet's proper circle we 
By contemplation's pow'r his footſteps trace, 
Admire how pow'rtul great and good is he! 
Adore his wildom, mercy, love, and grace. 
On man alone, and none but man beſtow'd, 
An emanation from his eſſence pura; 
Soperior realon from his bounty flow'd, 
In living ſouls for ever to endure. 
Of thoſe (by faded reaſon's darken'd light) 
Imagination wanders wide altray : 
But all enliv*aing revelation bright, 
Hath ſhewn to endlels lite the living way! 
When 
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When this immortal breath in man debas'd, 
And he by fin did forfeit ev'ry claim 

To happinels, by juſtice unappzas'd, 
Conſign'd to woe, to endleſs woe extreme. 


To reconcile and for their guilt atone, 
By will divine, the filial Deity, 
In whom all wiſdom, grace, and mercy ſhone, 
Submitted innocent for them to die, 
Becaulc of his eternal eſſence they 
(Lo end with time incapable) partake; 
His co-eternal love he did diſplay, 
And ſinleſs ſuffer'd for all ſinners' ſake, 


So we, condemn'd by juſtice, riſe by love, 
To mercy, grace, and happinets on high; 

If we our faitf and hope by virtue prove, 
From endleſs woe to joys that never die. 


To him who gave, to him who {o was giv'n, 
To him who brings this mercy, gence, and 
love 
To three in one, and one in three in heav'n, 
Who lives and reigns ſupreme all worlds a- 
bove: 


To whom all kingdom, pow'r, and glory's due; 
Whoſe mercy, love, and grace to all extend; 
Let all who live in adoration bow, 
And bleſs and praiſe him world without end! 


Virtue. 


7 glitt'ring beams, and native glory 
bright, 


Virtue nor — dreads, nor covets light; 
But 


8 „%% ͤ TE 
vac eee — 


4 
$5.8 ; " 2 
Ot . Wer eee 


. 
9 
3 

5 

: 
4 

ay. 

4 

* 
& 
Fa 
# 
43 
- . 
3 


( 223 ) 
But from her ſettled orb leoks calmly down 
On life or death, a priſon or a crown. 


Virtue's the chiefeſt beauty of the mind, 


The nobleſt ornament of human kind; 
Virtue's our ſafe- guard, and our guiding ſtar, 
That ſtirs up reaſon when our ſenſes err, 
True ſons of virtue mean repulſe diſdain, 
Nor does their ſhining honour ever ſtain ; 
Their glorious minds are ſo ſecurely great, 
They neither ſwell nor ſink at turns of fate. 


Modęſty. 
MMODEST words admit of no defence; 
For want of decency is want of ſenſe: 


In modeſt actions there are certain rules, 


Which to tranſgreſs confirms us knaves and fools, 


An Epitaph en an Infant. 
W HN the archangel's trump ſhall blow, 
And ſouls to bodies join, 
Millions ſhall wiſh their lives below, 
Had been as ſhort as thine! 


Charity, or Chriſtian Love. 

WW Hal tho' I boaſt the ways of heav'n to 
ſcan, 
In all the tongues and eloquence of man, 
Or could I modulate with lips of fire, 
In ſtrains which liſt'ning angels might admire ; 
Did ſcience her myſterious page unrol, 
And with ſublimer truths enlarge my ſoul; 
Did prophecy, in one expanſe of light, 
Lay all the future open to my ſight : 
What 
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What tho' my faith all miracles diſplay, 

Bids plains aſcend, and mountains melt away; 

Rocks at my fiat into oceans hurl'd, 

And earthquakes break the order of the world ; 

Or could I regulate th' obedient ſun, 

In other orbits bid the planets run, 

Nature convuls'd, a different aſpect wear, 

Confound the ſeaſons, and invert the year: 

Vet did not charity its aid beſtow, 

Inſpire my voice and in my boſom glow, 

Tho” ſweeter far than angels ever ſung, 

Perſuaſion on my lips enamour'd hung ; 

My faireſt eloquence would ſcarce ſurpaſs 

The tinkling cymbal or the ſounding braſs; 

Faith, ſcience, prophecy, would all expire, 

Nor leave one ſpark to wake the dying fire. 
What tho?” I conſecrate my goods to bleſs, 

And ſuccour patient merit in diſtreſs, 

Afflicted virtue of its tears beguile, 

And bid the face of ſorrow wear a ſmile ; 

Or could I. with the glorious three ally'd, 

The fiery furnace unappal'd divide; 

Yet did not charity poſſeſs my ſoul, 

And all its pow'rs and faculties controul, 

My molt heroic fortitude were vain, 

Patience of evil, and contempt of pain : 

My gifts and alms the wretched to befriend, 

In weakneſs would begin, in werkneſs end. 
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By my Friend the Rev. Mr J. T. when ſeemingly 


near death. 
ITH admiration let me trace 


That hand of providence and grace, 


Which ev'ry want ſupplies ; 
Adore that pow'r which gave me birth, 
And rais'd a clod of common earth 

To dwell above the ſkies. | 
*Tis juſt that he who gave me breath, 
And till ſuſpends the ſtroke of death, 

Should uſe me as he will ; 

Body and foul are in his hand, 
My law ſhall be his mild command, 

Whether to ſpare or kill, 


Great God! before thy throne I bow, 


And if thine eyes behold me now 
The peaceful anſwer give: 

Let thy own hand remove my pain, 

And raiſe me to my ſtrength again, 
And let thy ſervant live. 

Not for myſelf nor worldly views, 


Would I a larger portion chuſe 


Of fleeting moments here ; 
But if it might a blefling prove 
Jo thoſe who ſhare redeeming love, 
Thy croſs I'll gladly bear. 


Death. 


AN the deep ſtateſman, ſkil'd in great deſign, 
Protract but for a day precarious breath? 
Or the tun'd follower of the ſacred nine, 


Soothe with his melody inſatiate death? 
* 
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No—Tho' the palace bar her golden gate, 
Or monarchs plant ten thouſand guards a- 
round ; 
Unerring and unſeen, the ſhaft of fate 
Strikes the devoted victim to the ground ; 


What then avails ambition's wide ſtretch'd wing, 


The ſchoolman's page or pride of beauty's 
bloom ! 
The crape-clad hermit and the rich rob'd king, 
Levell'd lie mixt promiſcuous in the tomb. 


The Macedonian monarch wiſe and good, 
Bade, when che morning's roſy reign began, 
Courtiers ſhould call, as round his couch they 

ſtood, 


Philip, remember thou'rt no more than man.“ 


Search where ambition rag'd with rigour ſteel'd; 


Where ſlaughter like the rapid light'ning ran, 


And fay, while memory wipes the blood-ſtain'd 


field. 
Where lies the chief, or where the common 
man? 


Vain are the pyramids and motto'd ſtones, 


And monumental trophies rais'd on high! 
For time confounds them with the crumbling 
| bones, 
That mix'd in haſty graves unnotic'd lie. 


Reſts not beneath the turf the peaſant's head, 
Soft as the lord's beneath the labour'd tomb? 
Or ſleep's one colder in his cloſs clay bed, 
Than t' other in the wide vault's dreary womb? 
Hither 
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Hither let luxury lead her looſe rob' d train 
Here flutter pride on purple painted wing; 

And from the moral proſpect, learn how vain 
The wiſh that ſighs for ſublunary things. 


Inzratitude, 
O conduct can the human heart affect, 

So much as bale returns or diſtreſpect; 
For when we've done as much as mortals can, 
Jo ſerve the turn of an ungrateful man 
We're ſhock'd at wrongs that men may deign 

to give, 

Tho? we regardleſs of God's bounties live: 

But when ungratetul treatment moves my heart, 

May it inſtruction to my mind impart : 

While ſome with-hold their gratitude from me, 
Be mine, all bounteous Father, paid to thee. 


An Epitaph on Mrs * * *, by her Huſband, 


HEN worth and truth like her's deſcend 
to duſt, 

Grief is a debt, and ſorrow is moſt juſt ; 

Such cauſe had he to weep, who pious pays 

This laft ſad tribute of his love and praiſe ; 

Who mourns the belt of wives, and friends com- 

bin'd, 

Where with affection diligence was join'd : 

Mourns but not murmurs, ſighs but not deſpairs; . 

Feels as a man, but as a Chriſtian bears : 

Truſts he ſhall meet her on that happy ſhore, 

Where paring, pain, and death, ſhall be no more. 
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The following are taken from two pillars, which 
ſtood in the grove of a labyrinth, at a Noble- 

man's ſeat in Surry. On the top of each pillar is 
a human ſkull, ſaid to belong to a former Lord 
and his Lady, who were the authors of the 
following lines, and who ſaw the pillars erect- 
ed; and by their deſires their ſkulls were pla- 

ced there, at a certain number of years after 
their deceaſe. 


Lines on the Nobleman's Pillar. 


\ HY ſtart? the caſe is your's, or will be ſoon, 
Some years perhaps, perhaps another moon. 

Life in its utmoſt ſpan is ſtill a breath, 

And thoſe who longeſt dream muſt wake at 

death : | 

Like you, I once thought ev'ry bliſs ſecure ; 

And gold of ev'ry ill the certain cure, 

Till ſteep'd with ſorrow, and beſieg'd with pain, 

Too late I found all earthly riches vain. 

Diſeaſe, with ſcorn, threw back the ſordid fee, 

And death ſtill anſwer'd, what is gold to me? 


Fame, titles, honours, nexc I vainly ſought ; 


And fools obſequious, nurs'd the childiſh thought, 

Gilded with brib'd applauſe, and purchas'd praiſe, 

1 built on endleſs grandeur, endleſs days; 

But death awak'd me from a dream of pride, 

And laid a prouder beggar by my fide. 

A loathſome carcaſe was my chiefeſt care, 

And worlds were ranſack'd but for me to ſhare. 
Go on, vain man! in luxury be firm, 

But know thou feaſteth, but to feaſt a worm. 4 

| Already - | 
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Already ſure leſs terrible I ſeem, 
And you like me can on that letter dream; 


Whether that dream may boaſt the longeſt date, 


Farewell ! remember, leſt you wake too late. 
Lines on the Lady's Pil/ar. 


LUSH not, ye fair, to own me, but be wiſe; - 


Nor turn from ſad mortality your eyes. 
Fame ſays, and fame alone can ſay how true, 
I once was lovely, and belov'd like you. 
Where are my vo'tries where my flatt'rers now? 
Fled with the ſubjeQ of each lover's vow. 
Adieu! the roſe is fled, the lily white ; 
Adieu, thoſe eyes! that made the darkneſs light. 
No more, alas! the coral lip is ſeen; 
No longer breathe the tragrant gales between, 
Turn from your nurror, and behold in me, 
At once, waat thoulands cannot, dare not ſee. - 
Unvarniſh'd, I, the real truth impart, 
Nor here am plac'd, but to direct the heart; 
Survey me well, ye fair ones, and believe 
' he grave may territy, but can't deceive. 
On bcauty's frailties now no more depend, 
Here youth and plealure, age and ſorrow, end: 


Here drops the maſk, here ſhuts the final ſcene, .. 


Nor differs grave threeſcore from gay fifteen. 
All pleas'd alike to that ſame goal, the tomb, 


Where wrinkled Laura {miles at Chloe's bloom 


When coxcombs flatter, and when fools adore, 
J. earn hence the leflon to be vain no more. 
Yet virtue ſtill againſt decay can arm, 

And even lend mortality a charm. 
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Captain. —s Excuſe for not fighting.a Duel. 
Wir ! you're afraid then? Yes, I am ;. 


you're right : 
I am afraid to fin, but not to fight. 
My country claims my ſervice ; but no law 
Bids me in folly's cauſe my ſword to draw; 
fear not man, nor devil; but, tho” odd, 
I'm not aſham'd to own, I fear my God! 


An Elegy. Written in a Garden. 


JT HAT mingled beautics here conſpire to 
pleaſe ? 


What various proſpeQs cheer the wand'ring eye! 


In theſe ſweet ſhades let me recline at eaſe, 
While balmy Zephyrs fan the ſultry ſky. 


Here poliſh'd art aſſumes fair nature's face: 


Round the ſmooth buſh the woodbines breath. 


perfumes | | 
Here tufted pinks the moſſy margin grace, 
And the ſweet roſe in ſoy'reign beauty blooms. 


Elate with ſpring, and dreſs'd in all her dyes, 
See hov'ring round—Yon inſect idly gay; 

A moment on its balmy breaſt ſhe lies, 
Then light thro” liquid ether wings her way. 


Thou beaufeous trifler, can ſo fine a form 
Suſtain black boreas,, and benuming froſt ? 
Or when black ſkies diſcharge th" impetuous 

ſtorm, 


Muſt all thy tranſient elegance be loſt, 


Go 
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Go where the gay Belinad reigns confeſt, 
Deſpotic ſov'reign of the youthful train; | 

While her bright eyes explore thy varied veſt,. 
Thy little life ſhall moralize my ſtrain, 


While to her ſight thy gaudy wings are ſpread, 

If the light ſhow'r, or gentleſt dew deſcend, 
Thy mom=.atary age of mirth is fled ; 

And the gay dreams of golden ſummers end. 
In thee, perchance, the thoughtleſs Nymph may 

view | 

The changeful emblem of her blooming face; 
As ſoon diſeaſe may that fair form ſubdue, 

And each external excellence debaſe. 


Then will th' admiring crowd no longer lend; 
No more ſweet adulation ſoothe her ear; 

No more th' aflidous youth her ſteps attend; 
No more her ſmiles on ev'ry face appear. 

Divine Love. 
\ HAT is more tender than a mother's love, 
To the ſweet infant fondling in her arms? 

What arguments need her compaſſion move, 
To hear its cries, and help it in its harms ? 

Now if the tend'reſt mother was poſſeſt 

Of all the love, within' her ſingle breaſt, 

Of all the mothers ſince the world began, 

Tis nothing to the love of God to man! 


An Ode. 


N glory I covet, no riches I want; 
Ambition is nothing to me ; 
The one thing I beg of kind heav'n to grant 


Is a mind independent and free. 
| With 


. 


With paſſion unruffled, untainted with pride, 
By reaſon my life let me ſquare; | 
The wants of my nature are cheaply ſupply'd, 

And the reſt is but folly and care. 


The bleſſings which providence freely has lent, 
I'll juſtly and gratefully prize, 

While ſweet meditation and cheerful content, 

Shall make me both healthy and wiſe. 


How vainly thro' infinite trouble and ſtrife, 
The many their labours employ ! 
Since all that is truly delightful in life, 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy. 
Riches. 


HAT man in his wits, had not rather be 
poor, 
Than for lucre his freedom to give? 
Ever buſy the means of his life to ſecure, 
And fo ever neglecting to live. 


_ Environ'd from morning to night in a cloud, 
Not a moment unbent or alone: 

Conſtrain'd to be abje&, tho” ever fo proud, 
And at ev'ry one's call but his own, 

Still repining and longing for quiet each hour, 
Yet ſtudiouſly flying it ſtill; 

With the means of enjoying his wiſh in his pow'r, 
But accurs'd with his wanting the will. 


For a year muſt be paſt, or day muſt be come, 
Before he has leiſure to reſt ; 
He muſt add to his ſtore this or that pretty ſum, 
And then will have time to be bleſt. 
But 
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But his gains more bewitching the more they 
increaſe, 
Only ſwell the deſire of his eye: 
Such a wretch let mine enemy live if he leaks 
Let not even mine enemy dic, 


Again}t Life. 

WI. AT path of life by man is trod, 

Without repenting of the rod? 
Buſineſi is tumult, noiſe, and jar; 
At home is wearineſs and care: 
The ocean ſtorm and terror yields; 
And painful toil and ſweat the feldes: 
Abroad you're deſtitute, if poor; 
It rich, endanger'd by your ſtore ; | 
By griefs the nuptial ate is torn ; 
The /ingle friendleſs and forlorn. 
With children ſorrows {till increaſe ; 
Childleſs, we moan our barrennels. 
| Folly our giddy youth inſnares; 
And weakneſs ſinks our hoary hairs. 
The wiſe this only choice would try, 
Or not to live, or ſoon to die. 


For Life. 


WHAT path of /ife by man is trod, 
Without rejoicing at the rod? 
From bine, wealth and wiſdom flows; 
At home is pleaſure and repoſe. 
The ocean gainful traffic yields, 
And nature cheers us in the felds. 


\ 


Abroad 
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Abroad you're leſs expos'd, if poor; 
If rich, reſpected for your ſtore. 
More bliſs the nuptial fate receives, 
The /ing/e more in freedom lives. 
The parent's heart with tranſport ſwells, 
And leſs of care the ch1/dleſs feels: 
Our youth firm health and vigour ſhares: 
And rev'rence crowns our hoary hairs. 
The wiſe this choice would never try, 
Or not to live, or ſoon to die. 
Epitaph. 
PLEASING form, a firm, yet cautious 
| mind, 
Sincere, tho? prudent ; conſtant, yet refign'd ; 
Honour unchang'd, a principle proteſt, 
Fix'd to one ſide, but moderate to the reſt : 
An honeſt courtier, and a patriot too; 
Juſt to bis prince, and to his country true; 
Fill'd with the ſenſe of age, the fire of youth; 
A ſcorn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth; 
A generous faith, from ſuperſtition free; 
A love to peace, and hate of tyranny ; 
Such this man was, whom now from earth re- 
mov'd, 
At length enjoys the liberty he lov'd, 


| Mutual Forbearance recommended, 
*,* CEE how the various ſects diſcord; 
Like hoſtile bands appear ; 
And men, who ſerve one common Lord, 


Each other bite and tear, 
The 


1 


The vot'ries of the papal chair, 
Cry hell ſhall be che doom 

Of ev'ry tribe who dare appear 
Without the Church of Rome, 


And ſome who think religion lies 
In party-zeal and ſtrife, 

Roundly aſſert, a Roman dies, 
Cut off from endleſs life. 


Ye breathing clods of mortal clay, 
Who damn whoe'er ye pleaſe ; 
Can you diſcloſe in open day 
Your Maker's dark decrees ? 


Many, I hope, that you abhor, 
Are now with God in heav'n ; 
And /ome, I fear, whom ye adore, 
Are from his preſence driv'n. 


Suſpend your rage from thoſe without, 
Your greateſt foe's within, 

Your chiefeſt enemies, I doubt, 
Are Satan, ſelf, and ſin. 


The Power and Goodneſs of God. 
3 AD ſov'reign, how amazing are thy 


Ways, 

Surpaſling all our knowledge and our praiſe, 

Thy pow'r the wide extended heav'ns rear'd, 

At thy command the ſun and moon appear'd: 

By thee the wheels of time do daily run, 

While heav'nly roads are meaſur'd by the ſun: 

The foaming brine confeſs thy mighty ſway, 

And wind and ſtorms their Maker's voice _ 
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By thee, the lofty pines expand and grow, 

And bending, praiſe thee in each fruitful bough : 

The num'rous flocks that haunt the downy 
meads, 

Thy pow'r created, and thy goodneſs feeds. 

To thee, the plumy warblers of the ſpring, 

In grateful accents mount the air and fing # 

To man thy pow'r and goodneſs ſtill appear, 

In ev'ry ſeaſon of the rolling year: 

While ſtorms in winter clarify the air, 

And for the ſeed the fruitful fields prepare; 


The liquid drops their genial virtue bring, 
And gladly haſten to ſalute the ſpring : 
The beams of ſummer bring ſo ſweet a ſmile, 
That autumn's bleſſings recompence our toil. 
Thus, by rotation, ſeaſons as they roll, 
Thy pow'r and goodneſs conſtantly extoll ? 
Creation. 
1 * HEN darkneſs held on unmoleſted ſway, 
And night was undiſtinguſh'd from 
the day ; 
Twas then, the mighty Sov 'reign of the ſkies 
Bad light and order from confuſion riſe : 
The ſyſtem by his wiſdom was devis'd, 
While on the air, this earthly ball he pois'd, 
And as a tent with curtains fine array'd, 
Above our heads the heav'ns he diſplay'd: 
At his command the earth and ſeas divide, 
Each to their ſtation ſtedfaſtly abide : 
He gave the warbling tenants of the ſky 
A tungful voice, with golden wings to fly; 


. 
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He form'd the herds, and ſtill preſerves their 
brood 
By verdant paſture for their daily food : 
His hand adjuſted ev'ry rolling ſphere, 
And bade the ſhining orbs of light appear : 
And to conclude the preconcerted plan, 
He form'd his highly favour'd creature, man: 
And man, with lordly pow'r he did inveſt, 
In wiſdom far ſuperior to the reſt : 
Theſe ſeto are works of his Almighty hand, 
*Tis but a feww that we can underſtand. 
An Elegy to the Memory of Mrs Garden of 
Delg ty. 
of HILE the full breaſt heaves with a 
plaintive ſigh, 
While artlets tears flow from the languid eye, 
While tender ftrains of unaffected woe, 
By nature taught from ev'ry boſom flow, 
I, at her tomb, an obſcure friend appear, 
To drop a grateful, tho? a fruitleſs tear; 
This little tribute to ber duſt I pay, 
And call her virtues into open day. 
Bleſs'd with each grace that poſſibly could 
pleaſe; 


With youth, with beauty, elegance, and eaſe : 
Her fertile mind with uſeful knowledge fraught, 


Improv'd by learning, and refin'd by thought : 
How frequently her tender heart aroſe, 

At painted tales of viſionary woes! 

Whene'er the orphan or the widow cry'd. 
Thcir pinching want her ready hand ſupply'd: 


* 


Behold 
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Behold the num'rous ſons of want, and ſee 

Them mingling tears of gratitude with me! 

Virtue and wealth, (which ſeldom are conjoin'd) 

To raiſe her merit, mutually combin'd: 

Loving and tender in relation's ties, 

Ready to aid, and prudent to adviſe: 

Witneſs the hour unfceling death drew nigh, 

And rob'd her of her blils * beneath the ſky. 

O fatal hor let memory ſtill report; 

Her ſtay behind how tranſtent, and how ſhort! 

While her dear conſort, and her boſom friend, 

Slow pac'd, approached to his latter end; 

 Reſolv'd his trouble and his pain to ſhare, 

Lo, at his ſide, her unremitting care 

Still watch'd with love, hope, fear, and ſleepleſs 
eyes! 


Bathed in tears, and ſwell'd by throbbing ſighs, 


How ſhin'd the nurſe, the lover, and the wife, 
Till the laſt hour of his expiring life? 


It ſuch endowments in a human heart, 
Could death's too early falling ſtroke avert, 
My languid muſe would not have cauſe to mourn, 
So prematurely o'er her ſilent urn. 


Life, what art thou in all thy blooming height * 
A flow'r, a cloud, a phantom, in our fight! 
Thy blandiſhments no ſooner felt than gone, 
Cropt like ſome bloſtom ere 'tis fully blown: 
Or as ſome meteor, thro? the ſhades of nighit, 
Diſplays a tranſient, momentary light; 


Her Huſband, 
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A limpid flame, whoſe bright eſlulgent ray, 
Kindles and blazes, breaks and dics away. 

Juſt emblem this, of all the human race! 
How ſoon we haſten to one common place! 
Where ſhe is gone, for whom is taught to flow, 
Th' unbidden tear of ſympathizing woe. 


When heav'n's high mandate bade her virtue 
try, 
That laſt great bus'neſs of mankind, to die! 


Prepar'd, refign'd, the with a pleaſing ſinile, 


Welcomes the hour that ends her worldly toil. 


She's gone! Who ſhall her orphans loſs re- 

pair? 1 

What friend thall tend them with a mother's 
care? | 

Who ſhall inſpire their minds with virtuous truth? 

Or guard their lives againit the inares of youth? 

O early fled from their belov'd embrace! 

In whom was center'd all her happineſs, - 

Far diſtant fled into the filent tomb, 

And loſt untimely in her vernal bloom. 


Yet why regret her exit with ſuch pain ! 

Our temp'ral loſs is her eternal gain: 
Why mourn her lols ?—when fied to heav'nly 
| joys, 
Far from a world of tumult, care, and noiſe. 
Nor pain, nor paſſion, rage, nor envy's there, 
'The trowns of fortune, nor the ſtings of care: 
There no diſtraction marrs her plealing ſong, 
Surrounded by the bleſt angelic throng : 

CE 2 There 


( 240 ) 


f 
8 There. from the ſource of life, a cheering ray, 
j Of beams divine, ſhine thro' eternal day! 


On being aſted, What is the greave/t Bleffing on 
arth ? 
* health, and ſtrength, food, raiment, 
| and content ; | 
A heart well manag'd, and a life well ſpent ; 
A loul devoted, and a thirſt for God ; 
Courting his ſmile, but patient of his rod ; 
[| Each day more fit to breathe its lateſt breath, 
| And then the moſt alive when neareſt death. 


| The Widow's Son of Nain paraphraſed *. 
1 „IN Palaſtine, near Jordan's flow'ry plain, 
[| | A matron dwelt, a villager of Nain : 

ö Who long bad trode on life's uncertain ſtage, 
| | Depreſt with ſorrows and declining age. 


| | | Her deareſt friend, her guardian, and her guide, 
J Inſatiate death had taken from her ſide: 
| | The faithful matron, much dejected, gave 


His dear remains with ſorrow to the grave ; 
And paid the tribute of untcigned tears, 
˖ Till ume had meaſur'd nearly twenty years 
| or many a lcalon did revolving turn 

Eefore this widow had forgot to mourn. 
'The tather's death a blooming youth ſurviv'd, 
| And both at ſtrength and manhood toon arriv's : 
| 1 The tender matron felt a riſing joy 
i Inſpire her breaſt while ſhe beheld the boy; 
| At once an emblem to remind his mother 


Ot both ker huſband, father, and her brother. 
| See Luke vii. II, 
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'Tis he alone abates ber ſlowing tears, 

Her chief ſupporter thro' declining years. 

'To the Almighty ruler of the ſkics, 

In his behalt her pray'rs inceſſant rife ; 

And ev'ry day implores the boon from heay' n, 
That grace and virtue to the youth be giv'n. 
Was full reſign'd to all that God had done, 
He took the father, but he ſpat'd the ſon. 
The blooming youth, his mother's only care, 
For both their wants did ardently prepare. 
Her former grief did artfully beguile, 

And caus'd her face reſume a cheartul ſmile ; 
The matron finds her ſorrows calmly reſt, 
And of her ſon and happineſs poſſeſt. 


But ah! how tranſient ev'ry ſcene below! 
How ſhort our bliſs! how permanent our woe - 
While brooding hope expands her tow' ring 

wings, 
To taſte the cup that future comfort brings; 
A feeble touch retards our fancied gain, 
And renders all our future proſpects vain : 
So bright a landſcape nature never drew, 
As fruitful fancy paints before the view. 

Our widow's ſon wich all her hopes decay 
For pining fickneſs waſtes him ev'ry day : 
Phyſicians try'd each human art in vain, 

To cure the patient, or abate his pain; 
Yet unavailing was their £ciful art, 

To turn aſide the [wift-deſcending dart J 
He fell a victim to that mortal foe, 


W . 0 ſweeps from earth his thouſands at a blow, 
W.2 o 


By 


( 242 ) 


To poignant grief the matron now is driv'n, 
Entirely wrench'd of ev'ry ſtay, but heav'n. 
No filial hagd to wipe away her tears; 

No darling ſon to foothe a mother's cares. 
Her child, her huſband, and her pleaſure gone; 
And left a prey to wretchedneſs alone. 

Arouid her now the citizens repair, 
Condole the loſs of her apparent heir ; L 
With her again they tread the rueful way, | 
To leave the ſon's beſide the father's clay. 

But lo! what mercies quickly interpoſe, 

To raiſe their wonder and abate their woes: 

The Great Phyfician ſent from God appears, 

T” aſſuage her grief, and wipe away her tears: 

He view'd the bier, beheld the mourning train, 

And felt compaſſion beat thro? ev'ry vein. 

Requeſts che mother to ſuſpend her woe, 

Till he bis pow'r and loving-kindneſs ſhow : 

And then, with glowing ardour in his eyes, 

Addreſs'd the corle, and laid “ Young man, 
ARISE!“ 

The great beheſt awakes the ſilent dead, 

The youth revives, and lifts his drovping head: 

The breathleſs clay his ſpirit reinforms; 

The Lord conſigns him to his.mother's arms: 

While ſhe, enraptur'd with extatic joy, 

Once more embrac'd her dear and only boy. 

Uplifted hands and voice ſhe rear'd to heav'n, 

And bleſs'd Immanuel for the treaſure giv'n: 

Confeſs'd him God the Saviour, full of grace, 

The Judge, the Maker of the human race. 


On 
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On all the ſcene her wond'ring neighbours gaz'd, 

Th” eternal Father's pow'r and goodneſs prais'd; 

Ador'd the mighty Potentate of heav'n, 

Who had to man ſuch gracious favours givn. 
Now ſmiling joy in ev'ry face appears, 

The neareſt friends forget their weeping tears: 
The widow's ſon, (the chearful ſtrain went 
round,) | 
Was dead, but lives; was loſt, but now is 

found. 
The aged matron ſpent her future days 
In acts of virtue, piety, and praiſe : 
And 'till her faithful courſe on earth was run, 
Was kindly nouriſh'd by her only ſon, 


TIME: PaRT or AN ELE6y, 
Written near the Ruins of Elgin Cathedral. 
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O mark th' unwearied flight of rolling years, 
The vanities of life, the waſtes of time; 
To point man's happielt hopes, t' alarm his fears, 
The mule again awakes the moral rhyme. 
She marks thoſe ſtates alternate riſe and fall, 
That once o'er all the imperial ſceptre bore ; 
She marks thoſe heroes drop that ſhook the ball, 
Whom fame, and flaming viQtory, flew before. 
What cannot time deſtroy? thoſe dazzling thrones 
Of Syria, Perſia, or of Egypt old, 
Where are they now? They . reſt with kingly 
bones, 
In the ſame moulder'd duſt with heroes roll'd. 
Lo, 


( 464) 


Lo, where PHILANDER's recent aſhes ſleep, 
The Loves and Graces in ſad concert mourn ! 
Behold the friend, the parent, ſiſter, weep ! 


And bathe, with many a tear the untimely 
urn. 


But not their tears, nor all the wiles of art, 
Can ope the iron chambers of the tomb: 
Not virtue's ſelf can move death's flinty heart, 


Nor youth, nor age, nor beauty's angel- 
bloom. 


Behold what crowding graves! What emblems 
undd, 
What living lectures breathe from ev'ry ſtone! 
No airy boaſt of grandeur marks the ground ; 
Theſe humble teachers talk of death alone. 


Come ye (they cry); in fortune's trappings dreſt, 
Ve ſick for pow'r, ye ſticklers for a name: 

“ Behold where you mult take your endleſs reſt, 
„A bed of earth is all that ye can claim.” 


Perhaps ſome ſcutcheon, or ſome ſtately buſt, 
Some ſculptur'd urn with marble ſtrong up- 
ſtay'd, 
May crown your grave, —yet theſe ſhall fall to 
duſt, 


And crumbling, mingle with the bones they 
ſhade. 


Behold theſe graves! the Young, the Wale: the 
Gay! 
How ſilent all! their ſports now put to flight! 
No voice of mirth is heard! no chearful play 
Aw akes the ſlumber of eternal night, 


Beneath 
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Beneath that moſs-grown ſtone now mould'ring 
lie 
Thoſe heav'nly charms that bade the world 
adore 
The faultleſs ſhape, ſoft air and ſparkling eye, 
Were Celia's ance, but Celia's now no more! 


Yet thus ſhall fade the faireft charms below, 
Of art or nature, body or of ſoul : 

Like northern lights, or like the painted bow, 
So ſwift of human life the meteors roll. 


FART 
QUHALL then theſe eyesno more the ſun behold? 
Mult Itooſleep in Death's all-darkſome ſhade? 
„ His mortal race is run,“ the tale be told, 
Low lies his head on yonder duſty bed.“ 


So when the deſtin'd years their courſe have 
run, | 
And mortals tread the path they trod before; 
My name or buth-place ſhall no more be known, 
Eraz'd, like figures on the ſandy thore. 


Yet why complain our ſhort ſpun lives expire, 
When nature fades, and ſtars their darkneſs 
mourn ; | 
Since all alike partake th' Eternal fire, 
And all alike muſt languith in their turn ? 
Lhe earth hath bloom'd; the clouds dropt fat- 
nels down ; 


The ſcif-ſame fun hath ſhone with annual ray, 
And rivers feen eternal, as they run, 


One generation riſe, and one decay. 


Yet 


| ; | 
| FH frail our bliſs on Life's uncertain coaſl * 


When the leaſt breath of air may end their date, 
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Vet all muſt fade, and ſuns grow dim with years, Þ 


Till brighter ſuns. and purer ether ſhine ; 


Till, at the laſt ſhrill trump, that morn appears, 


When Heav'n's Eternal Day, O Man, is thine, 


Teanwhue full ſeventy years are given to taſte 
Life's pleaſing joys, or graver dutics bear ; 
Then fated, tir*d,—we take our needful reſt, 
And yield to others all terreſtrial care. 


Let others build, or plant, or plough the deep, 
More wealth atchicy e, or better ſtring the lyre; 
Oft like ourſelves at diſappointment weep 
And weary, like ourſelves, at laſt expire. 


Alas, like magic, life's gay ſcenes decoy ; 
Ot banquets rich we dream, and damſels fair; 
Of gorgeous halls, and airs of heav'nly joy; 
Then wake to dit appointment and delpair, 


Even while the viſionary glories ſhine, 
And Fancy imiles to find them in her eye, 
Lo Death! the dread magician, gives the figu, 
And all the airy charms for ever fly. 


PART IV. 


How vain our truſt in all beneath the pole! 
From care to care with fruitleſs anguith toſt, 
Till to th? eternal boundleſs fea we roll. 


What more than madneſs thus to ſport with fate, 
To hang our fortunes o'er the rocky ſteep, 


And whelm for ever in the roaring deep ! 


Zut 
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But hark! what ſound invades my ſtartled ear, 
Slow. pealing from yon turret's ſtately height! 

Again it tolls! reſound Death's caverns drear, 
And diſtant echos fill tlie ſilent night. 


Methinks, to Reaſon's ſober ear it calls, 
« Be wiſe, and ſnatch the ſwift-departing 
hour ;*? 
It bids gay {/orio quit the midnight-balls, 
And court fair wiſdom in her ſacred bow'r, 


It bids Avarus quit his earthly ſchemes, 
His houles, lands, and all his world of gain: 
Awake ambition, from thy golden dreams, 
«© Nor treaſure to thyſelt a world of pain.“ 


It warns us now ; ere long ſhall warn no more, 
Till che laſt knell proclaim our endleſs doom: 
Then ev'ry trial, ev'ry hope, 1s o'er ; 
Ve take our long, long manſion in the tomb. 
Methinks I hear the awful ſilent Dead, 
Echo aſſent thro” all their murm'ring cells: 
Them Darkneſs covers with eternal ſhade, 
While ſmiling Hope in mortal manſions dwells, 


See the Sun labour in his courle for man, 
The Air breathe balm; the Earth her bounty 
pour! 
Year waits on year, to ſee him cy his plan, 
But finds him idling on a barren ſhore. 


Vain man! already half thy years are paſt : 
Life's little morning gone, the noon comes on; 
It come, the evening haſtens on us faſt, 
But ab, how little of thy work is done | 
—Say, 
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== Say, why did Heav'n ſuch adive pow'rs 
beſtow, 
Progreſſive ſtill, and boundleſs in their aim ? 
Was it to gr aſp the paltry things below, 
And waſte in vain their never-dying flame ? 


Was it to barter peace for golden ore; 
To toil; and count the rich the only Great? 
Or ſtill more wretched, ſigh for pomp and pow'r, 
And all the weary pageantry of ſtate ? 


Was it to paſs in thoughtleſs joy the morn, 
To dreſs, to bow, to ſpeak . ſmile with art, 


Then flaunt abroad, thro' whirling pleaſures | 


borne, | 
Nor ſteal one ſecret hour to mend the heart? 


How ſweet the joys that to the Good belong! 
(While Vice to Mis'ry leads, remorſe or pain); 
Collected, cool—far from the giddy throng, 
Thoſe walk with Virtue, and enſure their gain. 


Oft too, at riſing morn, or ſetting day, 
They woo from heav'n Devotion's holy fire ; 
Around them angels wait in bright array, 
Smooth all their ſteps, and all their thoughts 
inſpire. 
Let Fortune rage, yet *mid the ſtorm, ſerene 
They ſmile: their ſtedfaſt anchor fix'd on high; 
They ſee th' Eternal rule life's troublous ſcene, 
And truſt their ſafety to a Father's cye. 


Let Death approach, ſtill leaning on their God, 
I fee them firm that laſt ſad combat brave; 
See Death, their friend, to life direct the road, 

And dipt in balm his ſhafts, but wound to ſavc. 
— u 
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—But ſtop, O Muſe: now time to quit theſe 
iles : | 
Delight not all the bier, or ſolemn bell: 
Thy ſerious ſtrain the Gay may treat with ſmiles, 
Or ſay they lik'd a ſprightlier full as well. 


On the Death of a beautiful young Lady. 


Attend ts this important truth, 
Ye gay of tender years ; 

On whom the roſy dawn of youth 
In all its bloom appears. 


# * \LARINDA juſt had number'd twenty 
ſprings, 
Poſſeſs'd of all the charms that beauty brings; 
Nature and art with ev'ry grace refin'd, 
Conſpir'd to form Clarinda's youthful mind, 
While blooming health beat high in ev*ry vein, 
And ſwains around her form'd a num'rous train; 
Th' obſequious croud admir'd her angel form, 
Endow'd with ev'ry captivating charm, | 
Large draughts of bliſs her fruitful fancy drew, 
And ſcenes of grandeur painted to her view: 
Elate with joy, and big with promis'd gain, 
Applauded hourly by th” admiring train. 


But ſee how heav'n retards the rapid flight 
Of human reck'ning daily in our fight ; 
Indignant, fruſt'rates all our airy dreams, 

And marrs at once our beſt concerted ſchemes: 
It crops our ſoaring plumes on ev'ry fide ; 
Then ſmiling, mocks to ſee our falling pride. 
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O tranſient joy! 'tis but a recent while 

Since ſhe dealt heav'nly bleſſings in her ſmile ; 
While racks and 7ertwres in her frown appear'd, 
The one was courted, and the other fear'd. 

But now, alas ! behold the blooming fair, 
Defenceleſs, ſickens at the breeze of air 

That locks tranſpiring exhalations in, 

While wand'ring pains and ſcorching heat begin: 
Oppreſs'd with ſickneſs, now Clarinda lies, 
Languid her cheeks, and dim her ſparkling eyes: 
The lovely nymph, dejected, hangs her head, 
Her lillies droop, and all her roſes fade. 

Now drugs and healing arts with ſpeed appear, 
While parents bathe her couch with many a tear; 
But healing arts and parents mourning ſtrain, 
And groans, and clouds of riſing ſighs, are vain: 
Increaſing ſickneſs, at the dire command, 
Conſigns her o'er to death's unfriendly hand. 


Ve belles, draw near, this fallen maid review, 
No more the object of your envy now! 
Where is the dazzling ſplendour of her eyes, 
That ſtruck each gazing ſtranger with ſurprize? 
See where the lovely graces made their ſeat; 
But cruel death impells their ſwift retreat: 
Thoſe rudy lips that once engag'd the ſight, 
Now pale as aſhes form a ghaſtly white. 


Come now, ye lovers, view this pallid clay! 
This tranſient, fleeting beauty of a day! 
Will {till your ardent love for her increaſe ? 


What . youth will flee to her embrace g 
ic 
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The lifeleſs corſe with pleaſing joy attend, 
The blaſted beauty of her face commend. 


Thus morning flow'rs diſplay their fragrance 
ſweet, 


Nor dread the ev'ning cold, nor ſcorching heat: 


But ere the ſun has reach'd meridian noon, 
The lovely bloſſom's wither'd and cut down. 


O ye, on whom youth's vernal bloom appears! 
Improve with care your ſwift departing years 
And from Clarinda's exit learn to prize 
The paths which lead to 4% that never dies. 


MORAL EPIGRAMS. 
On Friendſhip. . 
os bo your reſearches if you chance to ſind, 


An honeſt faithful neighbour to your mind; 


Who friendly paints without reſerved guile, 
Your vice and virtue clear before your eyes; 
You well may boalt of ſuch intrinſic gain, 

As kings or princes never can obtain! 


On Oeconomy. 


*,* I Nev'ry ſphere of lite the centre chuſe, 
Be neither meanly ſorded nor profuſe : 


Should fortune o'er you ſpread her golden wings, 


Nor hoard nor laviſh what jhe kindly brings. 
*Gainit future events providently fave, 

You know not what's between you and the grave: 
I'd ſooner far bequeath my greateſt foe, 

Than live dependent on a friend below, 
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Or Vain Glory. 
OW meanly rude is bo who daily vaunts, 
Of talents which he thinks his neighbour 
wants : 
Tho' wanting yours, perhaps his honeſt mind 
Poſſeſſcs twenty of a better kind. 
On Modern Triendſbip. 

* % HEN inſtantaneous friendſhip is profeſt, 

Then time and patience are the ſureſtteſt, | 
To prove the man who lays a rapid claim ; 
To faithful friend{hip's juſt endearing name. 
The double-minded from a heart ſincere, 
In actions better than from words appear; | 
So ev'ry man (perhaps you'll think it odd) f 
Should uſe his friend as Moles did his rod: ; 
While it retain'd its proper ancient form, 8 
The prophet us'd it to ſupport his arm: 
But when his ſtaff aſſum' 4 another hue, 
The cautious Hebrew from the ſerpent flew * 
| Thoughts on a Watch, 
* HIS faithful menial ſerves me always 

right. 

And duly points the hours both day and night. 
O could my temper move like this machine, 
© Nor urg'd by pathon, nor delay'd by ſpleen,” 
Like her be duly pois'd on ev'ry fide, 
Too high for meannels, and too low for pride, 
Pailive to virtue's regulating pow'r, 
Nor idly waſte thro” life a ſingle hour: 
A. juit memento daily learn from thee, 


To lerve my Maker as thou ſerveſt me. 
See Exod, iv. 3. 
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A Page Hymn 

LMIGHTY Sovereign of the ſkies 28 33 
Almighty God, we now appear 48 61 
An awful thought I call to mind - 85 107 
An outcaſt from my native clime - 90 113 

Alas! and did my Saviour bleed . 100 1200 
Amidſt my death-deſerving ſins - ib 127 
A houle remains not made with hands 102 129 
Amazing grace to man appears - 113 143 
Again, indulgent Lord, I come . ib 144 
Adore th' amazing pow'r of God - 124 159 
Ariſe, my ſoul, and quickly fly - 126 163 
Attend to this important trutn - I 71 179 
A charge to keep I have - 13 171 
An Angel from the rending {ky - 133 172 
Almighty Ruler of the iky - 138 173 

B 

By nature vile, conceiv'd in fin - x7 * T3 
Behold the Saviour of mankind - 13 15 
Behold him triumph o'er the grave 30 35 
Behold what countleſs numbers ſtand 59 63 
Before Jehovah's awful throne - 54 63 
Before the throne our Surety ſtands 56 7r 
Beneath a load of cares and years - 6r 73 
By faith erect before your eyes - 88 111 
Before the ſtarry frame was rear'd - 97 I23 
Beware, my ſoul, of Satan's train - 98 124 
Beneath thy highly injur'd throne IOT 128 
Behold your dear Redeemer ſtands 127. 164 
X 3 Come 
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Come let us join our chearful ſongs 
Come, Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt 
Come, quickly come, moſt gracious Lord 
Chriſt from the dead is rais'd and made 
Come thou long expected. Jeſus - 
Come let us ute the grace divine - 

1 

Did not thy wiſdom from above - 
Detpair and darkneſs fill my heart - 


Eternal ſource of love divine f 
Eternal wiſdom, we thee praiſe - 
ternal beam of light divine - 

2 
Father, I ſtretch my hands to thee 
Father, behold with gracious eyes 
Father of jeſus Chriſt, my Lord - 
Forth in the morning, Lord, I go 


Father, to thee we lift our eyes - 
From him who fills unbounded ſpace 
Father, thy mercy we implore - 


Father, how wide thy glory ſhines 


Great God, who from my early youth 
Great Parent of the human race - 


Great God, at whoſe ſupreme command 


Gentle and peaceful as a dove - 
Great God, with wonder and with praiſe 
God of my lite, whoſe gracious pow'r _ 


How bleQ,is that angelic band = 
Hoſanna to the Prince of light . 
How can a guilty {inner ſhun - 
How ſoon the blooming flow'rs decay. 
Holy as thee, O Lord! is none - 


Hail ! Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt 
Hark how the Goſpel trumpets {ound 
Hoſanna with a cheerful found 


Page Hyma 
I 2 5 
44 54 
47 59 
65 84 
67 86 
106 134 
12 6 
25 28 
14 8 
74 96 
103 130 
13 ”F 
25 2 
26 2 
42 $2 
44 55 
119 151 
130 168 
131 169 
22 2: 
45 57 
8o 101 
106 135 
125 162 
138 177 
18 14 
19 17 
24 26 
29 34 
73 94 
82 104 
87 110 
95 120 
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Page Hymn 
He dies, the ſriend of ſinners dies = 110 139 
How patient is Almighty God - 114 I45 
Hail boundleſs love that firit began IIS I 46 
| I 
Jeſus, an int'reſt in thy blood - 20 18 
Juſtly incenſed, holy Lord - 21 20 
In boundleſs mercy, gracious Lord, appear 22 21 
Jefus, by thy redeeming blood - 32 38 
Jeſus, Redeemer of mankind - 33 39 
Jeſus, thy glory we confels - ib 40 
Inſpirer of the ancient ſeers - 39 48 
Jehovah ſends a herald forth - 65 83 
In riches never make thy boaſt - 67 87 
Jeſus, thou all-redeeming Lord - 68 88 
In fruitleſs toil the ſons of men - 6g... 89 
I will not fear while Chriſt is near 70 91 
In ev'ry hour, O God, thy pow'r - 76 97 
I feel the healthy ſprings of lite - 79 100 
Jeſus in our behalf has died - 83 105 
Jeſus, may thy true members ſhine 89 + 
In hope of joys to us unknown - 94 119 
Jeſus, our great Redeemer's gone - 96 121 
In the dark regions of the deep - 97 122 
I want a principle within - 158; : 340 
Jeſus, the friend of ſinners, ſee - 122 157 
In boundleſs mercy Lord forgive 125 161 
I long my H 8 to ſee - 129 ĩᷣ 
Lo! the young tribes of Adam riſe 11 3 
Lord, when 1 count thy mercies o'er 16 11 
Lord, we admire thy mighty ſway 16 12 
Let all that breathe the vital air . 26 30 
Let ev'ry faint and ev'ry friend - 27 31 
Lord, where {hall guilty ſouls retire 31 37 
Let ev'ry tongue thy goodneſs ſpeak 35 43 
Lord, let my evening lacrifice - 39 47 
Lo! he comes with clouds deſcending 51 64 
Lovers ct-plealure more than God - 70 90 
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Life like an empty vapour flies 
Let heaven, _ earth, and ſeas combine 


My God, my King, thy various praiſe- 
My grateful ſoul to thee, O Lord «= 
My fainting ſoul, to thee, O God 4 
My God, for all I am and have - 
Maſter ſupreme, to thee I cry = 
My God, to thee I lift my eyes - 
My waſting days ſhall ſound thy praiſe 
My ſou], ſhake off thy gloomy fears 
Mine eyes, behold the riſing ſun 5 
My God, to thee for help 1 fly - 
My God, my everlaſting hope - 
My God, my 3 and my King 


Now, deareſt Lord, to praiſe thy name 
No temple ever built by art 8 
| Now floating waves and billows roar 
O 
| 
| 


| Qur waſting days are rolling on - 
Our ſorrows and deſponding fears - 
O God, before thy mercy - ſeat « 
| O thou who, when I did complain 
| 4 Our doubting fears and flowing tears 
4 O death! unnumber'd are thy ſlain 
| O God! thou bottomleſs abyſs 
| O how ought mortal man to live - 
On thee, each morning, O my God 
O»God, in mercy hear my pray'r 
O ye! who foreign climes explore 
| O'thou, who from my infant years 
| O thou high thron'd above all height 


| O come, let us join in mulic divine 
| Once more my ſoul the riſing day 


| | Rejoice ye ranſom'd ſons of men 


Page Hymm- 
121 154 
134 174 
9 I 
10 2 
11 4 
41 50 
43 53 
58 74 
62 79 
87 109 
103 131 
108 137 
128 165 
ib 166 
14 9 
23 24 
37 45 
19 16 
42 51 
57 72 
57 73 
63 81 
72 93 
77 99 
SI 103 
91 114 
ib 115 
105 133 
116 148 
122 156 
124 160 
136 175 
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8 
Salvation, O the joy ful ſound - 
Sweet is the mem'ry of thy grace - 


Shall the vile race of fleſh and blood 


See, gracious God, before thy throne 
The undeſigning hand of chance - 
The morning flow'rs diſplay their fweets 
Thee Jetus, full of truth and peace - 
Thee we adore, eternal name - 
Thou King of nations, who ordain'ſt 
Thy works of glory, mighty Lord . 
Think, O my ſoul, devoutly think 

The ſpacious firmament on high . 
Tu, praiſe, O God, I'll found abroad 
To heav'n I lift my waiting eyes 
The Sun of Rioghtcoulne!s appears - 
To praiie the Lord with one accord 
Terrible thought, ſhall I alone - 
The fiery conteſt now is o'er - 
Thou Sun of God, while flaming eyes 
Thou didſt, O migiaty God, exitt - 
Thou dwell'ft, O God, in radiant flame 
Thrice happy are the fovls that mourn 
The ſacred pages of thy world - 
To thee, O God, 1 hourly ſigh - 
Thou judge of quick and dead - 
Tny heav'nly bleflings, deareſt Lord 


Thou who a ſervant didſt become - 


The morn is paſt, the noon-tide o'er 
Tho' troubles aflail, and dangers aftright 
Thrice blefled are the humble hearts 
"Twas God that tun'd the rolling ſpheres 
To him whoſe mercy thro” the day 


Thou, ſacred ſpring of life, before thine eyes 
To thee, my God, my gracious King 
W 


When unrelenting juſtice cry'd 


When the laſt angel's trump ſhall found 


Page Hymn 
21 I9 
34 Al 
59 75 
123 158 
22 2 
23 25 
3 44 
- 46 
40 49 
45 56 
46 58 
48 60 
ST 65 
55 70 
64 82 
66 85 
71 92 
73 95 
80 102 
84 106 
92 116 
93 117 
99 125 

104 132 
107 135 
109 138 
110 140 
111 141 
112 142 
117 149 
119 152 
120 153 
121 155 
137 176 
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Pare Hymn 
26 


When in the roaring lion's teeth 
When riſing from the bed of death 
Who ſhall inhabit in thy hill 
What mortal can entirely ſcan 
Waſting days are rolling on 
With meekneſs and humility 
When I the ſacred tomb behold 
While our Redeemer here abode 
Wherewith ſhall I approach the Lord 
When quiet in my houſe I fit 
While thee I ſeek, protecting pow'r 
| V 


Ye thoughtleſs 1 whoſe glowing cheek 63 
Ye virgin ſouls, ariſe 85 


AN 


ALPHABETICAL TABLE, 


CONTAINING 


An Explanation of ſuch words in the foregoing 
pages as the common reader may be unac- 


quainted with. 
A 


Ars, a bottomleſs pit 

Adamantine, hard, inflexible 

Adulation, flattery 

Alternative, the choice out 
of two 

Amber, a yellow tranſpa- 
rent ſubſtance 

Ambient, ſurrounding 

Amphitheatre, a building of 
a circul-r or oval form 

Annals, hiſtories written in 
order of time 

Animated, ſpirited, lively 

Antidate, to date betore the 
time, or to enjoy a thing 
in imagination before it 
_ Exiſts 

Anticipate, to take np be- 
fore the time 

Antiquate d, worn out, old 

Apace, quickly 

Architect, a chief builder 

Artiſt, a proſeſſor of an art 

Aſliduous, conſtant in appli- 
cation 
Atoms, ſmall particles 

| Attractive, inviting 

Aurora, the morning 


Auxiliary, helping, aſſiſtant 
B 


Baſtion, a bulwark 

Beamy, ſhining 

Beheſt, command, order 

Belles, handſome young girls 

Blab, totell a ſecret, to tattle 

Bland, ſoft, mild | 

Blandiſhments, ſoft words 

Blended, mixed 

Blighted, blaſted 

Board, a table 

Boon, a gift, favour 

Boreas, the north wind 

Brine, the ſea 

Buffoon, a man that practiſes 
indecent raillery 


Callow, wanting feathery 
naked 

Cants, barbarous jargon 

Car, a cart, chariot 

Caveat, warning | 

Cell, a cave, a ſmall cloſe 
room, &c. 

Chaos, confuſion 

Choir, a ſet of fingers 

Chink, a ſmall openin 

Chymiſt, a philoſopher by fire 

Cite, 


© ad 


Cite, ſummons 

Circumſcribe, to incloſe, li- 
mit, or confine 

Clarify, to make clean, 
clear, &c. 

Clime, a tract of land 

Compunction, repentance 


| Concave, hollow as the inner 


curve of an arch 

Congeal'd, frozen 

Coincide, to agree with 
Convulſed, violently agitated 
Coral, a plant of a ſtony 
nature growing in the 

Water 

Courtly, polite 


Cozenage, deceit, fraud 


Credulity, eaſineſs of belief 


Crimination, accuſation 
Cynic, having the qualities 
of a dog, curriſh, brutal 
ſnarling, ſatyrical 
Cynthia, the moon 


Demagogue, the ringleader 
of a rabble 
Demons, evil ſpirits 


. Deſpotic, abſolute, unhmited 
Diſembodied, diveſted of a 


body 
Di5oined, ſeparated 
Diurnal, daily 
Drizzling, falling in ſmall 

drops 
Dub, to confer an hanonr 
Dun'd, troubled, teated 

L. ; 


Ebriety, drunkenneſs 
Elate, fluſhed with {ucceſs 
Elude, to avoid by artifice 


Emanation, that which iſſues 
trom another ſubſtance 

Emblems, repreſentations 

Empyrean, the higheſt hea- 
vens 

Emulate, to imitate with a 
view of equality 

Entail, an eſtate unalterably 
ſettled 

Environed, ſurrounded 

Epicure, one given to luxury }{_ 

Ethereal, heavenly 

Evade, to ſhift, eſcape 

Exit, departure, death 

Exhalations, fumes, ſteams, 
vapours x 

Expanle, a widely extended 
body 

Expanding, opening 

Explode, to reject with ſcorn 

Explore, to examine 

Extorted, forced 

Exulting, rejoicing 

b 


Fend, to defend 
Fiat, command 
Filial, belonging to a ſon 
Flagicious, wicked 
Fluid, not ſolid 
Foibles, failings 
Foplings, petty fops 
Forager, a plunderer 
Function, employment 

I 
Gait, manner of air, walking 
Gems, jewels 
Genial, fruitful 
Guile, manner, dreſs 
Glides, flows filently 

Goal, 


l, 


Coal, priſon, final purpoſe, 
or ſtarting poſt 
Guardian, a protector 


Hector, aquarrelſome fellow 

Herald, a forerunner, officer 

Hierarchies, chiefs of the 
ſacred order 


Hooted, deſpiſed 
I 


Illicit, uvlawful, improper 
Imbecillity, weaknels 
Immur'd, ſhut in, impriſoned 
Impelled, forced, urged 
Impending, hanging over, 
near at hand 
Implore, to atk, beg 
Impregnant, to make fruitful 
Impulſe, communicated force 
Inactive, idle, at reſt 
Infringed, violated 
Inſatiate, greedy, ſo as not 
to be ſatisſied 
Inſol vent, unable to pay debts 
Intellect, the power of un- 
Cerſtanding, knowledge 
Intelligential, conſiſting of 
mind free from body 
Intercepts, ſtops, hinders 
Internal, inward 
Intricate, perplexed, en- 
tangled | 
Invectives, railing ſpeeches 


Labyrinth, a place formed 
with intricate windings 

Lambkins, little lambs 

Landſcape, a view of a 
country 


Y 
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Languid, feeble, heartleſs 

Latent, h:dden, ſecret 

Lays, ſongs 

Legions, vaſt numbers 

Libertines, bad men 

Limpid, clear, pure 

Lyre, a muſical inſtrument 
M 

Magnetic, drawing 


 Malignar.t, malicious 


Matron, a grave elderly 
woman 

Matin, morning 

Maze, a confufion of mind 

Menial, a ſervant 

Mental, exiſting in the mind 

Meridian, at the point ot 
noon, ſouthern 

Mien, air, look, manner 

Mirrors, looking-glaſſes 

Modiſh, faſliionable, airy, gay 

Mood, temper of mind 

Morpheus, the god of fleep 
or dreams. 

Mute, ſilent, not ſpeaking 

N 


Nymph, a goddeſs of the 


woods, meadows, or Wa- 
ters, in poetry it ſignifies 
a lady 
O 
Obnoxious, liable, ſubject 
Obvious, plain, evident 
Orbs, ſpheres, circles, celeſ- 
tial bodies, planets 
Ore, metal unrefined 
Orient, eaſtern 
Outbrave, bear down, dare 


Peaſant; , 


a <0 7 . 
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P 
Pallid, pale, wan 
Peaſant, a country man 
Pendant, hanging over 
Permanent, laſt ing 
Phantom, a fancied viſion 
Phenix, a bird which is ſup- 
poted to exiſt ſingle, and 
to arile again out of its 
on aſhes 
Philanthropic, loving man- 
kind 
Py nes, trees 
Plain Ave {orrow ful 
Piatiic, having the power 
to give form 
Plume, to pride one's ſelf 
Plumy, aa” 
Poignant, ſhar; , leyere 
Poize, to rd weigh 
Polemic, controverſial 
Poles, points about which the 
earth turns 
Ponderous, weighty 
Portals, gates 
Portend, "Foretoken 
Potable, that may be drunk 
Potentate, a ſovereign 
Pother, buitle, ſtir 
Preſcient, foreknowing 
Prechutted, ſhut out 
Precipitance, raſh haſte 
Pregnant, full, fertile, clear 
Primeval, ſuch as Was at 
firſt 
5 iſtine, original, ancient 
Privation, lots or deſtruction 
Progeny, oftspring 
Pro; Trefliy e, going forward 


Rote, 


| Sc an, 
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Prot! ract, to lengthen out 

Purloin, to piller, ſteal 

Pyramids ſquare pillars end- 
ig imma point 


2 
Quaff, to drinfchard 
R 
Radiant, ſparkling, ſhining 


Redundent, 
ver mark 

Retulgent, glittering, {plen. 
did, briglit 

Reine d, reſtrained 

Reptile, creeping on many 
teet 


luper fluous, 0» 


Repugnant, oppoſite, con— 


rrary 
Romantic, 

deſert 
Rotation, Whirling round he 

a wheel, a courie or turn 
words ſaid without 
meaning 


21 « 1% . $4 ? 
irregular, wild, 


S 
Sable, black, dark 
Sages. men of wiſdom 
Sang wine, rorward, warm 
Satanic, deviliſh, infernal 
to examine 
Scars, marks of cutting 
Scrlptured, carved 
Scutcheon, the ground on 
which a coat of arms 15 
P. ainted 
Sectarean, . to things 
eitabiiſhed 
Secrs, prophets, wiſe men 
Szqueſtered, remote, diſ- 
tant, ſet aſide 
Serpentine, 
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Tranſparent, briglit 


Ser Pent! mne, ind ing like a 
5 PEO 
Sire, father, title of ] 
7 being Ot, 01 
g to the ſun 
Sor Rod. bale, mean 
Spangled, ſhiung 
Spectre, an apparition 
Spright, a {pirit, ſhade 
Spurious, not peRuINC, coun- 
terteit 
Statics, the ſcience of weigh- 
ing bodies 
Stigmatize, to brand with 
intam 
Streaks, 
lours 
Supernal, heavenly 
Sway, power, authority 
Syſtem, method, theory 
* 


ings 
belong- 


rays, lines of co- 


Tapeſtry, a cloth woven in 
tigures, hangings 

Tend, to keep or attend 

Terrene, earthly 

Terreſtrial, earthly 

Teſt, i 1eans of trial 

r* 

Linged, coloured 

Towers, which riſes high 

Trappings, trifling decora- 
tions 


Triune, three in "One 
Trivial, tiling 
Turret, a little tower 


Variegated, different colours 
Vatlal, a ſubject, flave 
Vegitate, to grow as plants 
Vindictive, revengetul 
Verdant, green, flouriſhing 
Vernal, blooming 
Vicegerent, one acting by 

ſubſtitution ſor auotlzer 
Victim, a facritice 
Vital, neceſlary to lite 
Vivacious, gay, lively 
Uicouth, odd, awkward 
Unétion, ointment 
Uurelenting, lard, cruel 
Untutor'd, untavg it 
Urbanity, civility, elegance 
Urn, a veſlcl ed for tlie 

aſlies of the dead, &. 

W 

Warded, turned aſide 
Wild, 2047, a deſert 
Welkin, the viſiele region 

ot the air, the tky 
W oodbines, a ſhrub 

Z. 

Zephyrs, the weſt wind 
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